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THE REJECTED MESSIAH 


I 


The Cossack serfs of Bogdan Khmelnitski 
had revolted against slavery, against the Polish 
nobles and their Jewish agents. The smoulder- 
ing religious intolerance of the Cossacks had 
burst forth in pogroms. 

Panic seized the Polish Jews. Abandoning 
their homes, their wealth, the places they loved, 
they fled to the forests where they perished from 
hunger and exhaustion. Fields and roads were 
strewn with corpses. Rivers running red with 
blood proclaimed the news of God’s wrath as 
they rushed onward to the sea. 

The storm passed. Polish power was reas- 
serted in the Ukraine. Little by little the scat- 
tered Jews returned to their villages, to the 
cemeteries where the dust of their ancestors lay, 
and to their synagogues where endless genera- 
tions had worshipped in joy and sorrow. The 
agents resumed their duties, craftsmen once more 
bent over their work, merchants and inn-keepers 
returned to their bars and counters. 

Children’s voices were heard again in the 
heders, and from morning to night students in 
the zechibots droned like swarms of bees over 
the huge pages of the Talmud. 
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It was in the year 1656 on the ninth of Ab— 
the anniversary day of the destruction of the 
temple of Jerusalem. In the outskirts of a small 
town in Volhynie, the Jews were chanting the 
Lamentations of Jeremiah in the synagogue. 

The synagogue had been built in times im- 
memorial. The beamed walls, which the patina 
of time had rendered the color of lilacs, were 
incrusted with a delicate moss; the roof which 
crowned them, peaked and inordinately high, 
dominated the building. It was as if the faith- 
ful prostrated themselves in prayer under the 
roof of a huge and ageless pigeon house. 

Near the old walls, redolent of humility and 
peace, lay a wide, hard road. From country to 
country, from one century to another, streamed 
past an endless procession of merchant caravans, 
droves of sheep, or wandering vagabonds. But 
the synagogue, standing apart from this life, 
existed in itself alone, spearing its pointed roof 
toward the sky. 

The thick warm light of August was fading. 
As if forged upon an anvil, two glowing rays 
of the setting sun rose from behind the woods 
and melted slowly into the twilight. In the 
far east a new moon raised its delicately wrought 
scythe. 

The doors of the synagogue were wide open. 
Some Jews had settled themselves on the floor; 
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to read Jeremiah by the light of the wax candles. 
At the far end, near the altar, seated on the floor 
and dressed in the fallith, the swaying cantor 
intoned The Lamentations. The warm reflection 
of a candle trembled upon his face, wandered 
across his half-open mouth, his bright teeth and 
his dark beard. In the half-light playing over 
his white clothes he looked like a Bedouin. His 
exalted face seemed slightly drunk with prayer. 
His rich voice, finding too little space under 
the high ceiling, escaped in deep waves toward 
the small square, where happy children, obeying 
an ancient tradition symbolic of torture, threw 
thistles at each other. 


How doth the city stt solitary that was 
full of people! How is she become as 
awidow! she that was great among the 
nations, and princess among the prov- 
inces, how is she become tributary! 


The cantor’s passionate voice expressed so 
much love for this Jerusalem he had never seen, 
so much pride for its past grandeur and so 
much sorrow for its destruction, that hundreds 
of generations seemed to utter through his voice 
their joy and their despair. 

An old Jew with bowed head was sitting at 
the doors of the synagogue. He was not pray- 
ing. Near him was a young man pensively 
watching the children at play. | 


8 THE REJECTED MESSIAH 


The old Jew raised his eyes to heaven, closed 
them, and, his face hardened by suffering, said 
to the young man: 

“ Listen to the cantor. I am not praying. I 
cannot. I feel that if I sat down with the others, 
I should break into sobs, I should bite the floor 
with my teeth and claw the earth with my nails, 
I should awake the dead and not leave God in 
peace. ... I wish to know: why? Why does 
nothing ever change in the world? Those words 
spoken by the Prophet Jeremiah three thousand 
years ago, in the Holy Land, why do they seem 
to have been uttered only yesterday and for us 
only? Listen, listen.” 

The sobbing voice came from the synagogue: 


She weepeth sore in the night, and her 
tears are on her cheeks: among all her 
lovers she hath none to comfort her: 
all her friends have dealt treacher- 
ously with her, they are become her en- 
emtes. 


‘‘ Listen, listen,” repeated the old Jew. 


The joy of our heart is ceased; our 
dance is turned into mourning. The 
crown is fallen from our head: woe 
upon us, that we have sinned! 


“ Countless centuries have fled,” continued 
the old Jew. “ Prophets, Talmudists, Rabbis, 
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Gaons have gone. Before the face of God hun- 
dreds of generations have disappeared like 
shadows, hundreds of graveyards have been 
overgrown with weeds, hundreds of kings have 
followed one another on their thrones, and yet 
our agony still remains.” 

“Thou hast covered thyself with a cloud that 
our prayer should not pass through,” the cantor 
sang with all his strength. 

“And there is no end to that, no end to it,” 
went on the old man. 

‘““No end, no end,” repeated the young man. 

Two children were playing near the iron rail- 
ings of the graveyard adjoining the synagogue. 
They had no more thistles to throw and one of 
them suggested, pointing to the graves: 

‘Let us go in, we'll find many there.” 

His playmate glanced fearfully at the ceme- 
tery. In the fading twilight the tombstones 
gleamed among the trees, grey and unreal. 
Moonlight spread a pale and delicate gold over 
the Catholic convent whose crosses glistened 
above the tombs. The child was terrified. 

Peles late, he said; i l’am frightened.” 

The other laughed. He was the son of the 
sexton, the guardian of the dead. 

“Frightened? And what aboutr With me 
along you have nothing to fear. We’ll gather 
many thistles.” 
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The two children ran along the dark paths. 

Meanwhile the prayer had ended. The wom- 
en left the synagogue first and melted away 
like shadows. The men went out slowly. The 
old Rabbi appeared, solemn and calm, followed 
by the cantor whose throat was wrapped in a 
scarf. 

In the square silent groups of worshippers 
assembled. Their faces were lined with a sor- 
row which prayer had softened to a sweet, to an 
almost joyous sadness. 

Tortured souls had bathed in the majesty of 
prayer and came out refreshed as from the still 
waters of Siloam. | 

But now the sound of a violin drifted toward 
the square where the Jews had gathered. The 
melody became more and more distinct, and 
they all recognised it as an old Jewish song, 
Isaiah’s song of consolation. 

Anger distorted the grave face of the Rabbi 
and an angry murmur ran through the crowd. 
On this day of mourning the song of consola- 
tion sounded like blasphemy. 

A moment later the musician Eiser, respected 
by all as an old man who feared God, appeared 
along the road. His tall, lean body was clothed 
in a long, dark robe, white stockings and black 
sandals. Advancing with the careful steps of a 
blind man, he played a violin. His left cheek 
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was glued to the instrument, his long curls fell 
down over it, and in a kind of ecstasy he was 
singing in a high raucous voice: 

‘““Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith 
your God.” 

He looked like a ghost. 

Recognising old Eiser, the crowd was struck 
with astonishment. Voices were raised. 

““'The old man has lost his senses!” 

“Take the violin away from him!” 

Old Eiser had almost reached the synagogue 
when some young men threw themselves upon 
him. Fearing they would seize his violin, the 
old man with unexpected vigor pushed them 
away, crying: 

‘““ Leave me alone, blasphemers, it is you, not 
I, who are mad. I am God’s musician. 
Harken!” 

And accompanying himself on his violin he 
sang again: 

“Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith 
your God.” 

“Do you hear it?” he cried in a wild voice. 
“The word is ‘ Comfort ye,’ it is not ‘ Weep.’ ” 

Beside itself with excitement, the crowd 
awaited the Rabbi’s verdict. A few young men 
again tried to snatch the violin from old Eiser. 
But, hiding it between his knees, he shouted in 
a threatening voice: 
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“ Don’t touch it, don’t touch it. I told you 
I am God’s musician.” 

“Give up your violin,’ demanded a young 
man who was pressing forward. ‘ Give it up, 
now!” 

The Rabbi who had watched the struggle 
left the crowd and laid his hand upon the young 
man’s shoulder: 

“Leave him alone,” he said. “It is not 
proper to harry an old man, who is blind, too.” 

The young man stepped back. 

“Let him sing,’ continued the Rabbi, “if 
such is his humour.” 

At these words there was a movement of as- 
tonishment in the crowd, for though the Rabbi 
had not said a word about the evident madness © 
of the old man, he seemed to pardon his blas- 
phemy on the grounds of insanity. 

“Rabbi,” said the cantor, “ your words seem 
mysterious to us.” 

The Rabbi fixed his eyes on the musician who 
was moving towards the bench close to the syna- 
gogue. He turned to the cantor to answer him. 

Just then, two boys sped like arrows through 
the thick crowd. They had come from the 
graveyard. Pale, breathless, with tears of 
fright in their eyes, they stammered: 

“ A corpse—down there, a corpse—it’s walk- 
ing—it’s walking.” | 
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The cantor bent down to one of them, and 
pinching his cheek, began to calm him gently. 

meanere, there, little ones Don't be fright- 
ened. You were dreaming. But don’t go visit- 
ing graveyards at twilight.” 

‘J did not dream it,” said the child, earnestly, 
and a little calmer. “ A corpse is walking down 
there—a Jewish woman—in her shroud.” 

The beadle of the synagogue approached, 
and fixing his blinking eyes on the boy, said: 

“This is the son of Chakme, the sexton. He 
is accustomed to the sight of corpses, and is 
probably not lying.” 

The remark of the old man had its effect on 
the crowd. 

“Reb Mendel,” said the Rabbi, ‘“‘ go and look 
for us.” 

Undisturbed, Reb Mendel disappeared 
through the trees. All during his life he had 
been employed burying the dead, and for him a 
graveyard held no terrors even in the darkest 
night. 

The Jewish worshippers watched him depart, 
their faces tense with emotion. To them an ap- 
parition of the dead did not seem supernatural. 
In their minds no curtain of iron was drawn be- 
tween life and death, for those departed ones still 
remained members of the great congregation of 
Israel. 
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A few moments passed. Then Reb Mendel 
appeared hastening from the cemetery with 
swift strides. 

“A Jewess! A Jewess!” he mae: no 
longer calm. 

A low murmur of fright and avitaNeed a shud- 
der, passed through the crowd. But already 
Reb Mendel, having seized a black veil used to 
drape coffins, was flying back to the cemetery. 

“A Jewess! A Jewess!” he shouted. 

The Rabbi, followed by his congregation, 
moved toward the cemetery. To those mystics 
in the crowd, eager for miracles, the seconds 
seemed hours. 

At last Mendel appeared at the railing. He 
held by the hand, as if she were a child, a tall, 
young Jewess, hastily wrapped in the mourning 
veil. Her hair was unbound, and her eyes 
burned with a mad fire. But she seemed neither 
frightened nor surprised. ‘Tall and straight she 
followed her guide. 

‘ Alive,” declared Reb Mendel, taking the 
young girl to the Rabbi. ‘A Jewess.” 

Had a shrouded woman returned from her 
grave because she found no peace there, had a 
dead woman returned to ask prayers for her 
soul and then disappeared, the crowd would 
have been less astonished. But here before them 
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was a living and splendid creature with dark, 
beautiful hair. It seemed supernatural, indeed. 

The Rabbi asked the young girl a few ques- 
tions. She understood the Jewish dialect, but 
could use it only with difficulty. It seemed as 
if she had forgotten many words. She smiled 
distractedly and answered: 

“I come from the convent. My name is 
Sarah. I am the betrothed of the gentle and 
merciful Messiah. Some one was singing here]! 
Some one was singing.” 

At these words the Rabbi recoiled with such 
astonishment that he nearly fell. The appari- 
tion of the young girl, her strange words com- 
bined with the mysterious conduct of the old 
musician, seemed fraught with deep and mysti- 
cal implications. 

“God’s Musician,” “the Betrothed, of the 
Messiah ”—their appearance together on this 
evening of the ninth of Ab, on this evening of 
mourning and tears, was something more than 
a simple coincidence. Was it not a rainbow sent 
by God after the deluge of blood which had 
washed away the tents of exiled Israel? 

The pathetic old Rabbi remained motionless 
and stern. With superstitious awe the crowd 
watched him, divining something of the 
thoughts which agitated his mind, heavy with 
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years and wisdom. But Sarah smiled like a 
child at the strange scene before her. 

The crowd of men, the white tombstones, with 
trees bending over them, the blind musician 
dozing on his bench with his violin forgotten in 
his hand—it all seemed like the shadow of a 
shadow. 

In the silence the Rabbi’s voice rose, hollow 
and penetrating. 

“Sarah. In the name of God, I command 
you to tell us what you know. Why were you 
in the convent? What vision was vouchsafed 
unto your” 

Sarah, frightened by the solemnity of the 
Rabbi’s voice, pressed closer to Reb Mendel 
who was still holding her by the hand. 

“JT am tired. My arm hurts,” she mur- 
mured. 

The Rabbi ordered that Sarah be taken to his 
wife. Reb Mendel led her away. No sound 
was heard in the quiet square. At last the Rabbi 
spoke. 

“You were mocking the old man,” he said, 
pointing to the blind musician who was slowly 
awakening. ‘“ You were full of wrath. But be- 
hold how inscrutable are the ways of God. A 
great sign has been vouchsafed us. The blood 
of Jews has not been shed for nothing in the 
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Ukraine. The time ripens. Pray steadfastly 
and be pure of heart, for salvation is near.” 

Followed by the silent crowd the Rabbi 
moved forward. But they had not gone far 
when they heard blind Eiser chanting in a low, 
meditative voice: 

“Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith 
your God.” 

The Rabbi paused and turned to a young man. 

“Lead the old man away,” he commanded. 
‘““Itis becoming damp and cool. He might take 
cold.” 


Il 


SARAH was ten years old when the Cossacks 
pillaged the small town where her family lived. 
All her memories of happy childhood were 
plunged at one blow into horrible darkness, 
pierced by the light of blazing houses. Cer- 
tain images seemed branded upon her memory 
by these fires. 

A sudden awakening in a winter night. Out- 
doors the yells of victory and terror. The dark 
cellar, sacks, barrels, and the smell of rats. A 
spider moving across her face. Her mother’s 
hands, cold and trembling against her breast. 
Then suddenly a gust of icy wind, the whiteness 
of snow, a frightful man with a sword, another, 
another. ... They are searching for wine. 
Hoarse laughter. 

“Hal See where the mice are hiding!” 

She is with her mother in the most remote 
room of their house. Behind the thin partition, 
the Cossacks are singing and laughing. Her 
sister is with them. She shouts, gay and de- 
flant: 

“And J, Sir Cossack, I know a word that 
is a charm against bullets.” 

More laughter, then again her sister’s voice: 

18 
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“Well, try, fire at me. right at my heart! 
Nothing will happen.” 

Renewed laughter, a shot... . A feeble cry, 
the fall of a body. Confused noises, then si- 
lence. 

And on her mother’s agonized face Sarah sees 
a terrible joy. 

A Cossack’s voice: 

“She has been cleverer than we were, the 
witch! What a pity! She was so beautiful!” 

Another answers: 

“What the devil does it matter? You'll find 
plenty of others... .” 

Her mother, glancing fearfully around, leads 
Sarah into the street. Brightmorning light... 
acrid smell of fire. Furniture and broken tools 
lie heaped up on the snow. <A _ pool of 
Boog). .).)A corpse, another, ‘and \ yet -an- 
eiere tier mother bends over them. .”... 
There is a frightful scream. She falls. Sarah’s 
father is there, in the snow, his head split open. 

From a doorway a nun appears, beautiful and 
calm. She approaches the little girl, kisses her, 
asks her name, and with a firm hand, leads her 
away. 

These were the images fixed in Sarah’s mind. 
And over them hovered her mother’s voice— 
murmuring, vibrant and passionate—which she 
heard continually: 
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“ God will save you sister. God will save 
us all. He is merciful and kind. He will de- 
liver us from the Cossacks. He will send us 
the Messiah, the Messiah, the Messiah! Out 
of a strange country he will guide us to our Holy 
Land. Merciful God!” 

Little by little, in the quiet convent where the 
nun had brought her, Sarah’s memories grew 
fainter. A gentle melancholy enveloped them. 

But her mother’s voice, vibrant and prophetic, 
sounded more and more clearly in the dreams 
and vigils of the young novice. 

She loved the convent silence, the solitude of 
the cells, the moaning of the organ, the caress- 
ing harmony of the choir, the solemnity of the 
ritual. She began to love the ikons, dim in their 
gold frames, and the bright face of the Ma- 
donna, all white and gold. She forgot the Jew- 
ish prayers, she learned to pray on her knees, 
trembling and excited, in the darkness of the 
chapel, her eyes fixed upon the curls of the angels 
and the fleecy whiteness of the lambs. | 

Her prayers were wordless, for the Polish lan- 
guage with its strange constructions could not ex- 
press the grief and longing of the young Jewess. 
And always, as from a secret source, her mother’s 
voice trembled in her prayers: 

“Messiah! Messiah! Messiah! ” 

Sarah did not know why nor to whom this cry 
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arose, but it was the supreme expression of her 
past and the promise of a future. 

The Messiah! To the young girl he was a 
marvellous mystery, an inaccessible vision, a 
lasting ecstasy. His image was inseparable from 
the deep moaning of the organ, the voices of the 
choir, and the splendor of the ritual service. 
But at the same time Sarah dimly remembered 
the ancient synagogue with Jews in white crowd- 
ing around the altar, bearing palm branches and 
singing, “ Alleluia!” And it was they, with 
her mother and father, her sister, she wished to 
believe inhabited the Messiah’s kingdom. 

The years passed. And while the trouble and 
the mystical ecstasy of the young girl grew, a 
new idea controlled it. Sarah felt she was des- 
tined to take an active part in the events which 
were to accompany the advent of the Messiah. 
What these events were to be and what part she 
would play in them she could not imagine, but 
she was sure the time would come when she 
would leave her cell and the convent walls. 

From then on a feverish impatience burned 
within her. Silence and the music of bells at 
twilight gave her no rest. She listened restlessly 
to the whispers of night, the rustling of the wind 
in the trees. Solitude became unbearable. 
Nightmares suffocated her. She lost all sense 
of reality and lived in a kind of dream. She 
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saw white nuptial wreaths and continually heard 
a call: 

“ Arise, my betrothed!” 

The hour of her liberation seemed inevitable 
and near. Retiring very early to her cell, she 
would stretch herself on her hard cot and with 
open eyes give herself up to visions. Often, vio- 
lating the convent rules, she opened the window 
and listened avidly to the vague rumours of life 
outside. 

It was thus that one August evening she 
thought she heard asong. Its feeble echo trem- 
bled softly among the leaves of the beech trees. 
How little did this serene melody resemble the ~ 
songs of the convent! For there were tears in it, 
weeping, heart-breaking calls, and something 
familiar, too, like the trembling and passionate 
voice of her mother. 

Under the convent windows moonlight 
flooded the graveyard, weaving the whiteness of 
tombstones into a bridal wreath. Sarah trem- 
bled, her young blood throbbed in her ears. The 
tombs and the waves of distant melody fasci- 
nated her. She sat on the window ledge and 
tried to peer through the curtain of trees. But 
suddenly she was seized with dizziness and, hor- 
ror stricken, she felt herself swallowed by a 
void. 

When she came to, the young girl recognised 
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the tombstones she had seen from her cell. Her 
side hurt, and scratches covered her hands with 
blood. What had happened? Why was she 
there? In sudden terror she realized the inevi- 
table event had come. 

But now the song that had so excited her rose 
stronger, nearer. Then an immense joy filled 
her soul. She was free. The sobbing voice 
she had so long awaited called to her. It was 
her mother’s voice. 

She rose, forgetting her pain, and walked 
among the sepulchres toward the voice. She 
had not seen that two boys, observing her, had 
rushed to the cemetery gate. She did not hear 
their shouts, she was moving toward the voice. 

And then a Jew stood in her way, wrapped 
her in a black veil and took her by the hand. 

Sarah’s disappearance upset the whole con- 
vent; the Mother Superior was very fond of the 
girl and the Bishop himself was concerned about 
her disappearance. ‘They very quickly discov- 
ered her footprints in the wet grass under the 
window of her cell, and the Mother Superior 
ordered that Sarah should be sought in the Jew- 
ish community, which was the only place where 
she would be given refuge. 

The Chaplain of the convent, sceptical and 
debonnair, went to the Rabbi with whom he 
had friendly relations. The latter received him 
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cordially and asked, with an innocent air, what 
was the object of his visit. 

The priest described the flight of their young 
Sister Sarah, a Jewish orphan, who had been 
rescued in the street by the Abbess during 
the Cossack massacres. Sarah, he said, loved 
the convent and she was devoted to the 
Catholic faith. The Mother Superior was sure 
the Rabbi knew where the fugitive was, for she 
could have fled only to the Jews. And the Chap- 
lain requested that for the sake of their good 
relations as neighbours, the Rabbi should aid 
in returning the young girl to the convent. 

“Reverend Father,” said his interlocutor, “ I 
share the Mother Superior’s sorrow. Her zeal 
is worthy of emulation. But if God has willed 
that a young Jewish girl should leave a Catholic 
convent—and except by His Holy will not one 
hair can fall from our heads—of what help can 
a poor Jewish Rabbi be to the Mother Su- 
perior?,”’ 

The Chaplain, who was not without perspi- 
cacity, saw that his mission had failed and de- 
parted without insisting. 

But the Rabbi knew that things would not 
stop there. He knew the obstinate and com- 
manding temper of the Mother Superior. She 
would appeal to the Bishop, to the civil authori- 
ties, to the King himself. If Sarah remained 
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in Poland, she would be found and taken back 
by force. Now it was certainly pleasing to God 
that this lost Jewish lamb whom He had so 
miraculously returned to the fold be not again 
torn away from it. Therefore the Rabbi de- 
cided to send Sarah secretly to Amsterdam, 
where the Israelites were rich and powerful. 
Although the Jews were scattered throughout 
the world, they felt they belonged to a single and 
undivided community, for the ties which bound 
them were stronger than the frontiers of nations. 
They lived among Christians, returning love for 
love, hatred for hatred, but partaking in neither 
their wars nor their pleasures. They found hap- 
piness only among themselves, in their homes 
and synagogues. And every Jewish traveller 
felt at peace in the circle of his own race. 
Therefore, without uneasiness or hesitation, 
the Rabbi entrusted Sarah to an unknown Jewish 
merchant going to Dantzig. He was sure the 
young girl would find shelter and protection 
everywhere, and that she would reach Amster- 
dam by way of Hamburg, without trouble. 


TI 


THE Jews of the Ukraine had escaped by 
thousands to the communities of Turkey, Italy, 
Holland, Germany, Austria and even Bohemia. 
With them spread the report of the awful chas- 
tisement God had visited upon the Jews of the 
kingdom of Poland. The Hebrew world was 
horrified at the number of victims and the 
cruelty of their persecutors. | 

In their sermons the Rabbis cried: “‘ Woe 
upon us, for we have sinned ”—and they called 
the people to repentance. 

But there were many Jews, both learned and 
ignorant, to whom the doubtful explanation of 
merited punishment seemed scarcely enough to 
appease their sufferings. ‘Their punishment 
seemed out of proportion to their transgressions, 
and they looked rather to the future than to the 
past for the key to these inexplicable events. 
They did not accept them as punishment, but 
rather as heavy sacrifices of propitiation. They 
hoped to perceive in the blue mists of the pres- 
ent the beams of an approaching dawn, and 
turning to the books of the mystics for an answer 
to the question which troubled them, they found 
one. 


26 


THE REJECTED MESSIAH 27 


Before her triumph, Israel must drink to the 
dregs the cup of suffering and humiliation. The 
Messiah would not come forth until the rocks 
and the beasts of the desert cried out to Heaven. 

Not only in the book of the Prophet Daniel, 
but in the Zohar, and in the spoken traditions 
of the Kabbalists they found veiled indications 
and proofs positive that the struggle of the Poles 
and Cossacks was that very war of Gog and 
Magog which was to precede the advent of the 
Messiah. Signs, numbers, and passages, assem- 
bled, compared, interpreted by the most erudite 
of the Kabbalists, left no doubt that this present 
generation of Jews would witness the accom- 
plishment of all prophecies. 

Groups of watchers, seeking signs of imminent 
miracles, found them in dreams, in the deliriums 
of the sick, in the babblings of children. The 
earth and the heavens were full of mysterious 
sounds and the silence of the night itself vibrated 
with warning. 

Young men went into the forests alone to 
commune with themselves. Older men left their 
business during the day and hastened to the 
tombs of their ancestors, where, with ears close 
to the ground, they begged their fathers to re- 
veal the near and secret future. The ecstasy of 
prayer was no longer sufficient for troubled 
souls; many of them scourged themselves with 
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leather whips. Prophets grew in numbers and 
visions became the food of those who weakened 
their bodies by fasting. 

In Smyrna, in a small synagogue on the out- 
skirts of the town, a group of young Kabbalists 
met. The group was small but single of pur- 
pose. Three men were the prime movers: 
Moses Pinheiro, who was all curves—his body, 
his head, his beard, his way of walking, his ges- 
tures—while his hands were heavy with tapering 
fingers; Samuel Primo, his antithesis in physical 
appearance, long, thin, sharp of feature and 
movement; and Sabbatai Zevy, the youngest. 

They were studying the Kabbala together, for- 
getting everything else in long nightly talks 
about the Zohar and discussing with emotion 
the approaching advent of the Messianic king- 
dom. 

Moses Pinheiro was preoccupied with ques- 
tions of a celestial order. To him the coming 
Messiah meant a return to the lost paradise, 
the resurrection of the dead and the union of the 
impoverished river of Israel with the ocean of 
past generations. All the splendours of the 
past—Patriarchs, Judges, Kings, the Psalm 
Singer, the great Koganes, the Levites, the 
Prophets, the Talmudists, the Gaons—all, sepa- 
rated by numberless centuries, would fuse in one 
immortal generation! He caught his breath at 
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the prospect! He, Moses Pinheiro, would see 
Abraham and Moses, the magnificent Joseph 
and David, the Maccabees, the Prophet Isaiah 
and the Rabbi Poet Jehuda-ben-Halevy assem- 
bled, and above them in his supreme glory the 
Lord of Sabbaoth and the Messiah. 

When that unbearably bright vision appeared 
to Moses Pinheiro, he would spring to his feet, 
and clasping his head between his hands as if it 
might burst apart, he would reel in ecstasy un- 
til, overcome, he would collapse on the floor of 
the synagogue. 

The kingdom of the Messiah appeared dif- 
ferently to Samuel Primo. His mysticism was 
mixed with a sharp and clear perception of 
reality. On Mount Sinai God had made a pact 
with the people of Israel. He had given the 
Torah to the Jews and commanded them to 
obey it. The people of Israel had carried the 
holy scriptures through the fire of the Inquisi- 
tion and for it they had suffered countless tor- 
ments. Alone among all the people of the earth 
they bore aloft the inextinguishable flame. The 
universe was supported by the droning voices of 
Jewish children studying the Torah in the 
Heders. The people forsaken by God had be- 
come the target of His enemies. 

No, the time was coming. God must fulfill 
that promise he had given on Mount Sinai, 
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which was so often repeated through the mouths 
of the Prophets. By his Messiah he would re- 
store the Jews to their earthly power. He would 
raise them above their enemies and crown them 
upon the Holy Mount. It was so ordained! 

“And Kings will be our serfs!” Primo re- 
peated passionately. ‘“‘ Kings will serve us! 
They will serve us. Justice will be done.” 

Samuel Primo saw Jerusalem purified of the 
hordes that sullied her, saw Solomon’s temple 
re-established in new splendour, saw the High 
Priests magnificently robed, saw the altars smok- 
ing with fat sacrifices. In his ears sounded the 
noise of cymbals and sacred harps, the ritual 
chant of Levites filled his ears. Vessels of cedar 
sailed toward the ports of the Holy Land, 
freighted with the gold of Ophir, ivory, and 
sweet-smelling oils. 

Austere and silent, in poverty and privation, 
Samuel Primo dreamed of a golden age of holy 
song and wine. 

It was yet another vision which haunted young 
Sabbatai Zevy. His heart was torn by the seem- 
ing opposition of the created to the Creator. 
God is one and the world is divided into a hun- 
dred tongues, a hundred peoples; God is just 
and the universe is full of injustice; God is good 
and the earth is bathed in blood; God is holy 
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and men conceived in his image are vile with 
passion and crime. 

But concealed behind this external antithesis 
Sabbatai felt there was something more secret 
still and more terrible. In inaccessible majesty 
above God, En-Sof the Infinite reigned. Mys- 
tery of Mysteries, Light of Lights, Cause, Limit 
and Form of all that is; everything receives 
breath through his thought. Nothing exists be- 
low nor can exist in flesh which has not been 
conceived upon this higher plane. Thus evil, 
sin, impurity, as well as virtue and sanctity 
are emanations of his divinity. 

This conclusion was metaphysically unde- 
niable. But Sabbatai’s simple and instinctive 
belief in God rebelled against it. For the abso- 
lutely pure and absolutely holy mind of God 
could not conceive all things, could not conceive 
the viper that strikes the child in its cradle, the 
sword that slays the innocent, the fire that de- 
vours the scrolls of the Holy Torah. One be- 
lief only afforded an escape from this enchanted 
circle—the belief that the world was not com- 
plete, that creation still continued. In the ulti- 
mate incarnation of the world evil and sin would 
not exist, they existed only during its birth and 
were conditional and temporary. But on the 
day of ultimate perfection, the viper would lose 
its fangs, the sword its edge, and destructive fire 
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would lose its fury. Light of the higher world 
would flood the lower. 

Sabbatai had been persuaded to this belief by 
the Kabbalist, Rabbi Eliezer. Old, sturdy, and 
thick-set, his gnarled body reminded one of a 
huge stump. His heavy, sand-colored eyebrows 
drooped over sharp eyes whose glance stung like 
nettles. But his presence filled one with a 
strange happiness and the words he spoke were 
profound and original. 

In the evening between prayers he often came 
to the small synagogue where Pinheiro, Primo, 
and Sabbatai met. He would sit down in a cor- 
ner and rocking his body to and fro he would 
murmur confused words in a low, sing-song 
voice. The young Kabbalists would gather 
round him to listen to his discourses. 

Rabbi Eliezer opened his eyes and said: 

‘““ Are you here, my children? You, too, Sab- 
batai?”’ 

He paused and began his talk. 

‘Tell me, why did God order the Prophet to 
take a sinner to wife? The Prophet and the 
Sinner? What does that mean? Is it not 
strange?” 

He paused, laughing, showing his enormous 
black teeth. He laughed simply, like a child, 
happy that such difficult problems exist, and 
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that he had been permitted from on high to re- 
solve them so easily. 

‘A sinner for a wife!” he repeated. ‘“ Why 
should the Prophet wed a sinner?” 

He paused again before continuing. 

“ Because, my children, it is the Prophet’s 
duty todoso. Why does God send His prophets 
upon the earth? Is there no place for them in 
heaven, in the vast, illimitable sky? They come 
upon this earth to sanctify it, and for that only. 
There lies the mission of the Prophet—sancti- 
fication. By him, his word, his breath, the world 
is purified. And for this reason God has said: 
‘Prophet! Thou shalt take a sinner to wife. 
She who is covered with filth, rejected by all 
the virtuous of the world, take her and plunge 
her into that perfect holiness which is thine and 
Mine.’ The Prophet is without pollution. He 
breathes and all is purified. ‘ Take her to wife,’ 
saith the Lord.” 

And again, Rabbi Eliezer remained silent, as 
if crushed under the weight of the mystery he 
revealed. ‘Then in a faraway voice he contin- 
ued: 

“‘ And that is not all, my children. The earth 
itself is the sinner, the great sinner. But one 
day the Lord will take her to wife and she will 
thenceforth become sanctified. The earth will 
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be washed of her sins. That is the secret, my 
children, my Sabbatai.” 

And after a silence, Rabbi Eliezer struggled 
to his feet and went off without saying good 
bye. In the twilight, the young Kabbalists re- 
flected on the words of the Master. And Sab- 
batai Zevy knew that the day creation ended 
the Messiah would appear and be wedded to the 
people of Israel. 

For this reason he dreamed neither of the 
glorious temple of Jerusalem nor of the sacri- 
fices, nor the resurrection of the dead, but of the 
supreme miracle: the fusion of the worlds, the 
lower united to the higher, the establishment 
upon earth of celestial harmony, of the serpent 
without its venom. 

Sabbatai was thirty years old. The youngest 
of the Kabbalists of Smyrna and of low origin 
(his father, Mordecai Zevy, sold fowls and 
eggs); nevertheless he was the leader of his 
group. 

Yet nothing distinguished him from his com- 
rades, neither knowledge—Moses Pinheiro was 
more learned—nor intelligence—Samuel Primo 
was more intelligent—nor strength of will. He 
dominated his colleagues through the mysterious 
charm of his personality. 

His face was almost unpleasant. His fore- 
head was narrow, his cheekbones high; his nose 
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was slightly crooked, while his chin, which was 
a little too prominent, bore a reddish, unkempt 
beard. But this ugliness glowed with a strange 
animal attractiveness. And his eyes, profound, 
melancholy, and of a greenish hue, concealed an 
inner strength whose essence remained impene- 
trable to his friends. It seemed as if his eyes 
symbolized the duality of this world, that ir- 
reconcilability which tormented Sabbatai; they 
expressed the thirst for life and renunciation, for 
hope and suffering. Moreover they were always 
meditative. 

Perpetual reveries separated Sabbatai from 
the outer world. Only through a soft and gentle 
mask were his smiles and frowns, his laughter 
and his anger, revealed to his friends. In mo- 
ments of profound exaltation his deep-set eyes 
burned with a pure and luminous fire, like emer- 
alds sparkling with red. 

But in none of this lay Sabbatai’s essential 
strength. 

Two strange qualities aroused the mystical in- 
terests of his followers. One was his voice, 
which lent a deep and troubling beauty to his 
most ordinary remarks, while the second was the 
perfume of his body, a perfume like none other 
in this world; though scarcely perceptible, it 
filled those who smelt it with exuberant joy. | 

““Sabbatai Zevy is a mystery,” his friends 
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often repeated, and they anxiously wondered 
what his destiny would be. 

Seduced by his singing, the most beautiful and 
richest young girl of Smyrna had married him 
when he was twenty years old. His life was 
spent in luxury, his marriage was a happy one. 
He diligently studied the Kabbala and passed 
his leisure moments with his friends. There was 
no hint his easy and serene existence could be 
broken. 

But one day Sabbatai’s father, Mordecai, 
brought him a fugitive from the Ukraine, an old 
man whom he had found, homeless and hungry, 
wandering through the market place in Smyrna. 

The fugitive told Sabbatai about the great 
Cossack massacre. He told him about his past 
as a rich merchant, his devout and happy family, 
his studious sons. He described in detail the 
horrors of that day when all his happiness had 
been destroyed, his family slain, and his house 
burned to ashes. Sabbatai listened, consoling 
the old man when, overcome by the memory of 
his sorrows, he wept uncontrollably. 

From this time Sabbatai’s life suffered a pro- 
found change. He left his beloved wife, and it 
was rumored that he could no longer endure 
earthly ties. His enemies declared, however, 
that he had never had any relations with her, 
but was addicted to perverse practices. Sab- 
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batai would only laugh at this idle talk. En- 
tering Pinheiro’s group, he gave himself up 
with unwonted zeal to a study of the Kabbala. 
At the same time, for pleasure, he attended 
the banquets of his friends, drank wine, and 
sang. But only one song would he sing. All 
those who loved gaiety in Smyrna repeated it 
even though they did not understand its mean- 
ing and were, in fact, inclined to find it dull. 
The song had only one stanza, but Sabbatai 

would sing it the whole evening long, repeating 
it again and again and each time more passion- 
ately. 

Going up the mountains, 

Coming down the valleys, 

I saw Melisselda, 

The King’s daughter. 

She came out of her bath 

To wash her hair. 

Her body is whiter than milk, 

Her lips are redder than coral. 


Sabbatai often left his companions feasting 
and went to the synagogue where he lived after 
leaving his wife. ‘There, stretched upon the 
ground all night long, he prayed and scourged 
himself with leather whips. He would often 
disappear for days at a time, would return hun- 
gry to join the banquets of his friends, and then 
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would depart for the synagogue to pray and 
scourge himself again. 

At this time he persistently questioned Rabbi 
Eliezer on the secret of the world’s end. Why 
was the great Liberator so long in coming? Why 
did he hide? Was not the time ripe for him 
to appear? 

Rabbi Eliezer loved these questions, for above 
everything he cherished a faith in the ineluc- 
table advent of the Liberator. But he cherished 
it less for himself (he was content in his uni- 
verse of dreams) than for God the Father who 
would rejoice in the day of Redemption. 

“Yes, my children, yes, my Sabbatai,” he 
answered. “It is a great question and a great 
mystery. But I hear the beating of wings, I 
hear it, I hear it.... I hear His steps upon 
the Mountains. He is near, He knocks at the 
door... . Perhaps He is even here, among us, 
unknown, invisible. It is a great mystery.” 

He shut his eyes, bowed his head as though 
he slept. ‘Then, suddenly rousing himself, he 
said: 

“He comes forth in purple and gold. His 
voice will be like David’s harp and his lips will 
be perfumed.” 

Sabbatai trembled at his words. Was not his 
voice compared to David’s harp and did not the 
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perfume of his body astonish his friends and 
his enemies? 

No, no! With horror he repulsed the au- 
dacious thought. The heresy of the idea terri- 
fied him, yet at the same moment he read, with 
a thrill of happiness, the same conviction in the 
eyes of Pinheiro and Primo. 

“ Rabbi Eliezer,” asked Pinheiro one day, 
“if the Messiah is near, if he is at the door and 
does not reveal himself, may it not be that 
he is still ignorant of his mission? ” 

‘Do not rouse love before it awakens,” coun- 
selled the old man in a firm, sad voice. ‘“ Do 
not stir sleeping waters before their time. When 
the hour strikes for the Chosen One, the waves 
of the sea, the beasts of the forest, and the birds 
of heaven will warn him. He will see visions. 
Signs will appear to him. He will recognize 
the voice of God in the thunder and in the 
gentle breeze. ... Mystery! Mystery! Ask 
no further; there is no answer to your questions.” 

Henceforth, Sabbatai observed a change in 
the attitude Primo and Pinheiro bore him. 
Their simple friendship gave way to ill-dis- 
guised adoration. Sometimes when they would 
seem to touch the hem of his garments inadvert- 
ently, Sabbatai realized they did so intention- 
ally, as if they sought a mystic communion with 
him which would give them strength. 
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He feared asking them openly what they be- 
lieved, for he had a horror of disillusionment. 
But meanwhile he also lost his simple and 
brotherly affection for them. To him they had 
become mirrors in whose depths he ceaselessly 
searched for the reflection of his own secret face. 

More and more, Sabbatai brooded over his 
destiny. He realized that in no way did he re- 
semble his companions. God had endowed him 
with a soft voice, a rich and eloquent speech, 
had graced him with the gift of charming his 
fellow men. In addition to this he bore a strange 
and miraculous sign. Never had anyone heard 
or read of men whose bodies exhaled a natural 
perfume. 

Rabbis, who are never unstinting in their 
praise of their beloved prophets, had never in 
all their eulogies ascribed a sweet bodily per- 
fume to them. And widows, whose praise of 
their departed husbands is seldom limited, had 
never ascribed this virtue to them upon their 
tombstones. 

This perfume which emanated from Sab- 
batai’s body could be no less than a mysterious 
sign of consecration. 

And Sabbatai also wondered about his treat- 
ment of his wife. What dark force had driven 
him out of the cool, spacious rooms of his own 
home? What symbol remained hidden in the 
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song of Melisselda which he had thrice heard 
in his sleep until it had been engraved upon his 
memory like a childhood prayerr 
The King’s daughter coming out of her bath 

and preparing to wash her hair! What astrange 
image! Neither prayers nor flagellations could 
have brought this image into being. This 
dream-inspired song must have some hidden 
meaning. But was this meaning so obscure? 
The King’s daughter—did she not symbolize 
the congregation of Israel? Was it not a divine 
prophecy, a forewarning that Israel would soon 
be cleansed of filth and blood? Yes! Yes! It 
was. 

Going up the mountains, 

Coming down the valleys, 

I saw Melisselda, 

The King’s Daughter. 

She was coming out of her bath 

To wash her hair. 


Indeed the song could have no other mean- 
ing. It pictured the people of Israel upon the 
road of triumph. But why had this act of an- 
nunciation been pronounced in a dream? 

‘‘ And God commanded the Prophet to take 
a sinner to wife.” 

For this very purpose had he not abandoned 
a pure and virtuous womane A thought smote 
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him which burned like a bolt of lightning. Per- 

haps the prophetic song had more than one 
- meaning, more than one interpretation. Per- 
haps the King’s daughter not only symbolized 
the congregation of Israel, but a yet unknown 
woman who would lead him along his road 
toward a mysterious and miraculous future. A 
sinner! 

Ah no! How could he be a prophet, he the 
lowly son of an egg merchant. 

Torn between ecstasy and despair, between 
pride and humility, Sabbatai withdrew more 
and more from his two friends, Pinheiro and 
Primo. He came very rarely to the nightly 
meetings. And they, suffering because of the 
desertion of their beloved friend, did not dare 
reproach him, even in their thoughts. [By silent 
agreement they resolved not to trouble him, to 
leave him alone, and wait... . 

‘Do not rouse love before it awakens,” Pin- 
heiro murmured. 

“Do not stir sleeping waters before their 
time,” replied Primo. 

They understood each other. The same 
thought obsessed all of them. The prayers of 
Pinheiro were becoming more ecstatic, more fer- 
vent, Primo was becoming more silent and more 
austere, and Sabbatai lonelier, and afraid. 

Pinheiro was a man of frank opinions, and all 
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doubt tortured him. Since he had granted Sab- 
batai Zevy a place in his Messianic dream, he 
felt the necessity either of confirming and sancti- 
fying his hope or of casting it out as an idle fan- 
tasy. 

One evening when all the members of the 
group except Sabbatai were together in the 
synagogue, discussing an obscure passage of the 
book of Daniel, Pinheiro decided to take ad- 
vantage of Sabbatai’s absence. 

If the idea of Sabbatai as the Messiah, which 
both he and Primo cherished, sprang from a 
sacred source and was not inspired by demons, 
then their friends in prayer and fasting, as zeal- 
ous servants of the Most High, could:and should 
also cherish the same premonition. 

Without betraying his purpose, he led the con- 
versation toward the subject of the Jewish com- 
munity of Smyrna. It was a cautious introduc- 
tion. 

“Ts the community of Smyrna,” he asked, 
“worthy of signs and wonders? Should they 
not rather be vouchsafed in Jerusalem, the Eter- 
nal City, whose seal has been stamped upon the 
hearts of the Chosen People, the city God has 
ordained as the source of all light and blessings? 

“Or, on the contrary, would God not choose a 
more humble community in which to make him- 
self manifest? Did he not choose Saul from the 
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tribe of Benjamin, the youngest of all the tribes 
of Israel? And if that is true, is not the com- 
munity of Smyrna lowly enough? So many 
great minds and hearts has she already given to 
the Jewish people. 

‘No! It is vain to seek the ways of God. He 
has only to speak and all is accomplished. 
Whatever community it may be, it is a great sin 
to doubt any one of them. Smyrna, as well as 
another, is worthy of seeing itself chosen.” 

Pinheiro’s address was received with approba- 
tion by all the nine members of the group. 
Among them, Rabbi Khaim the dockhand, an 
enthusiastic and learned Kabbalist, was remark- 
able for his ugliness. His pock-marked face 
with yellow eyelids was surmounted by a mass 
of flaming red hair. A keen mind glittered in 
his small reddish eyes. His ugliness rendered 
him silent and ill-natured. 

But to the astonishment of all, when Pinheiro 
had finished, Rabbi Khaim with brusque impa- 
tience took up the discussion. 

‘You say altogether too little, Moses,” he ex- 
claimed to Pinheiro. ‘“ You declare that each 
community is worthy of being chosen. But that 
is not saying enough. One must say; each com-' 
munity should, hear that, should be convinced 
that it alone is the chosen one, that within its own 
walls the miracle will come to being and be re- 
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vealed to the world. Precisely within its own 
walls. Without this conviction a community 
lacks everything, passion and sanctity. And if 
one of them cherish this conviction, a second will 
become like it, and a third, and eventually all. 
Without this nowhere will anything be produced 
or accomplished; the vine will wither without 
bearing fruit. No. I myself, Khaim, I know, 
_and if I knew it not, I will it, and if I will it, 
it shall be. I know that in this very and sancti- 
fied community of Smyrna the light will be born 
and will cover east, west, south, and north, the 
earth and the waters upon the earth, with its 
effulgence. Yea, in Smyrna and under our own 
eyes. Amen.” | 

Pinheiro knew that Khaim did not love Sab- 
batai, in fact that he felt a strange and inex- 
plicable hatred for him. Perhaps in spite of 
himself he envied Sabbatai’s charm and the 
beauty of his voice. 

And Pinheiro said to himself: “ If Khaim is 
for Sabbatai who will be against him?” Be- 
sides, he believed Khaim’s silences were the re- 
sult of deep and far-reaching meditations. 
Khaim should know much. He decided to ask 
him a positive question. 

“Your mouth speaks wisdom,” said _ he. 
“But do not your words fill you with terror? 
Who among us, humble men as we are, who is 
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worthy of becoming the chalice of so much hap- 
piness? ” 

Khaim bent his Hen and remained silent. 

But Moses Pinheiro insisted: 

“ Do you recall that Rabbi Eliezer told us a 
short while ago that he heard the beating of 
wings and His step upon the mountain and be- 
hind this door. He told us that perhaps the 
Messiah hid in these walls around us. Is this not 
your belief, Khaim? ” 

With penetrating eyes Pinheiro regarded the 
dockhand. 

“I did not say that,” replied Khaim with re- 
luctance. ‘J did not say that he was among us.” 

Deep anguish appeared on Khaim’s face, his 
nostrils quivered, he mastered himself and mut- 
tered: 

‘“‘ At this moment he is not with us.” 

Having said this, he got up and without look- 
ing at anyone, he hurriedly left the synagogue. 
A silence followed. Pinheiro and all the oth- 
ers understood why Khaim’s nostrils quivered. 
He was thinking of the man whose body gave 
forth perfume and whom he hated. 

‘Blessed be the name of the Lord!” Pin- 
heiro cried. “ Blessed be the community of 
Smyrna!” 
His soul had received the answer he longed 
for. : : 


IV 


Fogs of Mysticism gathered ever more thickly 
over the Jews of the East. Hope, despair, certi- 
tude spread from place to place. In the market 
squares it was rumoured that the Messiah had 
_ revealed himself to a few of the elect, but that 
he was still hiding. It was said that in Cracow 
a newborn child had cried: 

“He is coming. He is coming.” 

And the cry had shaken the very walls of the 
citadel. 

Many such tales of miracles and wonders were 
circulated in the synagogues and market places. 

Sabbatai Zevy observed that Pinheiro and 
Primo, who were formerly very careful not to be- 
tray by a word, a gesture, or a glance, the hopes 
they placed in him, now displayed a deep melan- 
choly and continually complained of the slow 
progress of so momentous atime. In their faces 
he read an accusation they no longer sought to 
conceal. Overcome with distress he wandered 
along the edge of the sea. 

He asked himself: ‘What do they wish of 
me, what do they expect from me? Why do 
they impose this superhuman burden upon me? 
I am weak and IJ am nothing.” | 

47 
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But a low voice would murmur to him with 
malice: 

“There speaks your pride, Sabbatai. It is 
not your strength that is necessary, it is not your 
own glory that matters. But it is His strength, 
His glory, His wisdom. He has only to com- 
mand and you will be great and strong and 
wise.” 

He heard the voice joyfully and reason per- 
suaded him that it spoke the truth. For had not 
Moses been a simple shepherd employed by a 
Meder Yet it had been he and not one of the 
strong, illustrious or wise in the camp of Israel 
who had been chosen for the holy mission. All 
the great attributes of a leader were granted him 
only after the word of God had marked him out 
as the liberator of his people. 

One day Sabbatai, seated upon a rock near the 
sea, was listening, as usual, to the ebb and flow of 
his own doubts and ecstasies. The sea lay quiet 
under the bright sun, while in the distance white 
sails gleamed on the horizon. Sabbatai’s 
thoughts, fusing with the infinite harmony of 
the sea, returned to him refreshed and strong. 

Melisselda, the King’s daughter! She holds 
out her arms to him and calls. Her body is 
white as milk, against the sail. Her hair is un- 
bound and the breeze blows it toward the mast. 
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Her voice can be heard through the murmur of 
foam. 

“And the Lord commanded the Prophet to 
take a sinner to wife.” 

Melisselda, the King’s daughter! Is it not 
she who offers her naked breast to the passing 
winds, the sky, the wandering clouds? Is it not 
she who snares unwary sailors in her net of lies? 
Ts it not she, sinner of sinners? 

Above the farthest sail a small black cloud 
grew until it filled the sky with slabs of blue- 
black darkness. A sudden squall swept across 
the sea. ‘The sails fluttered, changed their 
course, and hastened toward the shore. An omi- 
nous wind howled, and a fork of flame split open 
the dense obscurity with the sound of steel drums 
flung into a lake of stones. A monotonous mur- 
mur spread across the sea. Foreground and 
horizon disappeared in a rolling curtain of cloud 
which burst as it reached the shore. 

The wind raged, but powerless against the 
wall of rain, it hurled huge waves which broke 
against the cliff with a roar and covered Sab- 
batai with a spray of brine. Though drenched 
through and through, he did not try to flee this 
unleashed tempest. Not that he understood the 
uselessness of flight, but because he was fasci- 
nated to the complete forgetfulness of himself by 
the tempest which raged with equal violence 
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within him. For his soul was also being rent 
apart by curtains of lightning and by the crash 
of thunder. 

Craning his neck, his eyes burning and his 
cheeks pale, he listened desperately to the sea. 
In the storm and wind he heard voices, those 
voices his master Eliezer had spoken of. Clear- 
ly, indubitably, he heard them. And all in uni- 
son they cried: 

“ Messiah! Messiah!” 

He tried to draw nearer to them, to be closer. 
He took a step forward and suddenly collapsed 
on the wet sand beside the cliff. 

When he returned to consciousness the storm 
had passed, and the sea, gleaming like quicksil- 
ver, breathed with more freedom and more ease 
under a sky of soft blue. The sun was setting 
and against the luminous horizon were sails of 
rosy pink. 

Sabbatai looked around him, and recognised 
the coast he had known so well since childhood. 
Then he remembered the storm and all that had 
happened to him. He rose hastily. He was wet 
through and weak, but warm. 

The ecstasy he had experienced took posses- 
sion of him again. A sudden intoxication over- 
whelmed him, poignant, indescribable. He felt 
the need of seeing his friends and started run- 
ning along the shore. 
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Warmed by the sun, his clothes steamed with 
a sweet-smelling vapour which weakened him. 
He ran on, panting, but without fatigue. To 
the synagogue! To Pinheiro! 

Above his head seagulls soared shrieking. 
Sabbatai, filled with exaltation, believed that 
even the birds of the sky brought the promised 
message in their beaks. 

It was dark when he reached the synagogue. 
His heart beat fiercely and loudly; a burning 
sweat ran down his forehead; at the gates of the 
temple he stopped to recover his breath. Then, 
having wiped his face, he tremblingly crossed 
the threshold. The synagogue was empty. 

He sat in his favourite corner. A vigil lamp 
flickered upon the altar. Shadows obscured 
the ceiling and the walls. Through the small 
window one could see the evening star, low on 
the horizon. 

Pinheiro was not there. And yet how much 
Sabbatai needed him at this very moment! How 
much he needed this faithful friend, this quick- 
tempered man whose heart and soul was on fire, 
this man of learning for whom the Zohar with- 
held no secret! How much he needed him, now 
when stubborn and torturing doubts seemed to 
have vanished, now when, against the darkness 
of his soul, the rainbow of hope at last gleamed. 

But because God did not wish to grant what 
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Sabbatai’s soul craved, because He would not 
grant him a meeting with Pinheiro, he was filled 
anew with doubts and weakness. 

An unknown Jew entered the synagogue, 
placed himself on one of the benches on the 
lower side and prepared to sleep. 

“ A traveller,” thought Sabbata1. 

At that instant the Jew saw that he was not 
alone in the temple. He raised himself slightly 
and said aloud: 

“Peace be with you. Why do you remain 
in the shadow if you are not asleep? Are there 
no candles in SmyrnaP”’ 

Wishing to discover to whom he spoke, he ap- 
proached Sabbatai. 

‘‘ Peace be with you,” answered the latter and, 
turning away, he buried his face in his hands. 

He did not wish to talk to anyone except Pin- 
heiro. 

The Jew returned to his bench. He had been 
impressed by the stranger’s voice and the note of 
sorrow which marked his words of greeting. 
He tried not to think about him, but settling him- 
self comfortably upon the bench, he placed his 
arm beneath his head. Suddenly, he sprang up, 
stupefied. 

From the corner where the silent man sat 
there arose a song. .And the song was not such 
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as one hears in synagogues, but it was a profane 
drinking song young men sing in the taverns. 


Going up the mountains, 
Coming down the valleys, 

I met Melisselda, 

The King’s daughter... 

She was coming out of her bath. 


There could be no doubt. The man was mad, 
and for that reason he had turned away his face 
and hidden it in his hands. Yet what a passion- 
ate longing his song expressed! And his voice, 
too; it sang a drinking song as if it were a psalm! 

The traveller timidly approached Sabbatai 
who sat, his face buried in his arms, weeping. 


“ Her body is whiter than milk, 
Her lips redder than coral.” 


The traveller could withstrain himself no 
longer. He seized Sabbatai by the shoulder. 

“Jew!” he cried. “ Know you not that you 
are in asynagogueP You have come all too re- 
cently from the tavern. Return to it!” 

Sabbatai recovered himself. He raised his 
head and with astonished anger contemplated 
the man who had so roughly shaken him. He 
recognised the traveller, whose presence he had 
already forgotten. 

“Who are your” he asked. ‘“ What are you 
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doing in the synagogue? Go to the lodging 
house.” 

The traveller was about to dispute with the 
young madman, when, in the semi-darkness, he 
saw Sabbatai’s eyes. Green, and shot with red 
fires, they burned, deep, pure and luminous. 
The traveller felt an indescribable fear, a super- 
stitious awe. He stepped back. The thought 
that he was before a saint filled his soul with 
fear. Falling upon his knees, he clung nerv- 
ously to the damp hem of Sabbatai’s garment. 

‘Forgive me, Rabbi,” he muttered, “ forgive 
an ignorant man.” 

Then, having kissed the hem of the garment, 
he hurried from the synagogue. 

The night was a long one for Sabbatai. He 
knew that in the very early morning Pinheiro 
would surely come. After the incident with the 
traveller he sang no more, nor prayed, but re- 
mained stretched upon the ground. 

The small window of the synagogue filled 
with milky light. It was the twilight hour of 
dawn when it is difficult to distinguish between 
coming light and waning shadow. 

Soon the beadle would appear, then the earliest 
worshippers. Sabbatai went up to the altar. He 
kissed the embroidered velvet mantle draped 
over the tabernacle where, in peace and silence, 
rest the scrolls of the Holy Torah. 
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At once the weight of the long night’s vigil 
was lifted from his soul. In this mantle, woven 
by the pious fingers of widows, he felt an unut- 
terable sweetness. Suddenly Sabbatai felt him- 
self irresistibly drawn to the scrolls of the Holy 
Torah, to those unprofaned scrolls of parch- 
ment arrayed in cool satin and soft silk, and sup- 
ported by silver lions and golden stags. At that 
unconsecrated hour it was forbidden to disturb 
the darkness of the tabernacle, that sanctuary 
of sanctuaries wherein Chekhina dwelled. But 
the temptation was irresistible. 

With trembling hands, Sabbatai drew the cur- 
tain aside, opened the doors of lacquered cedar 
inlaid with pale gold, and then hesitated, para- 
lyzed by a feeling he had never before experi- 
enced, a combined feeling of sacrilege and re- 
ligious exaltation. 

Like beautiful brides in their nuptial robes 
the Torahs stood. An infinite simplicity, an un- 
utterable and majestic holiness emanated from 
the mysterious silence which enclosed them. 
All his doubts were dissipated, all troubles, all 
mental agony. 

“Thou shalt not kill! Love and be sancti- 
fied!” 

‘And it is said that the Messiah is mightier 
than the Torah.” 

Sabbatai felt he was about to collapse. Cry- 
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ing “ Adonai, Adonai!” he bent over the holy 
scrolls and melted into tears. 

The door opened softly as the beadle entered. 
During the many years he had watched over the 
temple, the old man had become so familiar with 
the place that in the complete darkness of night 
he could find a book on any of the shelves along 
the wall, without a false or unnecessary move- 
ment. It enabled him to perform his simple 
duties automatically. 

Therefore, as he entered he did not look 
around. He washed his hands, muttering one 
of the numerous prayers with which he accom- 
panied all his activities. But even before dry- 
ing his hands he felt that all was not well in the 
synagogue. In the half light of the temple he 
thought he heard something stir. 

Slowly turning his eyes in the direction of the 
sound, he saw a motionless figure standing be- 
fore the altar, its head thrust deep within the 
tabernacle. 

This spectacle was so unusual that the beadle 
at first doubted his eyes. He advanced a few 
steps and recognised Sabbatai. His doubts van- 
ished. Sacrilege was being committed. 

The old man shrieked, and without knowing 
why, rushed to the door. The first worshippers 
were entering the synagogue. The arrival of 
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wittnesses increased the beadle’s excitement. He 
shouted in a frantic voice: 

““O Jews! Behold!” 

Frightened, they stopped in astonishment. 
Sabbatai Zevy, son of the egg merchant, was 
standing at the altar, before the open doors of 
the tabernacle. He was looking around him 
with unseeing and astonished eyes as though he 
did not understand why he was there. His pos- 
ture and the expression of his face clearly be- 
spoke madness. 

“What was Sabbatai Zevy doing?” asked the 
oldest man in the group. 

“He had his head within the tabernacle,” 
shouted the beadle, more and more excited. 
‘“‘ He must have spent the whole night there. As 
I came near the synagogue, I thought I heard 
the Name of God uttered aloud. At first I 
thought I was dreaming. But it was Sabbatai!” 

The words of the beadle filled his listeners 
with consternation. ‘The event was without 
precedent in the life of that Jewish community. 
A painful silence oppressed them while the old 
man with tireless energy repeated to all new- 
comers how he had heard the Name of God 
invoked in the empty synagogue. ... It had 
been Sabbatai’s voice. He knew it well. For 
who in Smyrna did not know Sabbatai’s voice? 
It was indeed he! 
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Sabbatai still did not seem to understand the 
cause of all the commotion. 

It was then that Rabbi Eliezer, the old Kab- 
balist, appeared on the threshold. Those in 
the congregation who did not know how to judge 
Sabbatai’s sacrilege greeted him with joy. 
Rabbi Eliezer disliked confusion. 

“Come! What has happened?” he asked, ig- 
noring the beadle’s recriminations. 

‘“‘ Rabbi Eliezer, that man has passed the night 
in the tabernacle. He has uttered the Name of 
God aloud!” 

“What? He opened the tabernacle? Uttered 
the Name of God? Who is the manp ” 

Surrounded by the crowd, the Rabbi moved 
forward. 

‘“‘Sabbatai Zevy. Sabbatai,” repeated the 
beadle, as with short steps he walked before the 
Rabbi. 

But the Rabbi had already reached the al- 
tar. Sheltering his eyes with his hands, he 
looked at his pupil. Then he stepped back, as 
the truth of the story bore in upon him. 

“You, you, Sabbatai?’”’ he cried. “‘ You have 
done this, youe You profaned the sanctity of 
the tabernacle! You uttered aloud the Sacred 
Name! You, Sabbatai, my son!” 

In the growing light of the synagogue one 
could observe a strange, childlike expression of 
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pain spreading over the face of the Rabbi, deep- 
ening the dark lines of his face and making his 
large bloodless lips tremble. 

The words of the Kabbalist brought Sabbatai 
to a realization of the issue. The congregation 
and with them his beloved teacher were out- 
raged at the sacrilege he had committed. But 
had he committed sacrileger No! And he felt 
buoyant with the thought that he could explain 
to everyone, but particularly to Rabbi Eliezer, 
all that had passed. 

“Why do you remain silent, Sabbatai? ” went 
on the old man reproachfully, as he held out 
his short, weak hands. “ Answer. Is it true?” 

At this moment Primo and Pinheiro entered 
the synagogue. They at once felt the immanence 
of a great event, and it filled them with both 
jubilance and fear. Pinheiro pushed his way 
through the crowd and stood beside the altar, un- 
daunted, vibrant, already deeply excited. He 
fixed his eyes upon Sabbatai and seemed joined 
to him by some magnetic force. He burned and 
trembled with an emotion similar to that of the 
man his fiery soul had long ago selected. 

“Tt is true, Rabbi,” the ecstatic and sweet 
voice of Sabbatai said suddenly. “It is true, 
Teacher,” he repeated with more emphasis and 
solemnity. “The truth! All night I have 
been close to God, and at dawn, the hour of the 
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first prayer, I went up to the altar with a pure 
heart. Reverently I pushed the curtain aside, I 
opened the Sacred Tabernacle, I bent over the 
Holy Torah and I called upon my God. I 
called upon Him from the depths of my soul. 
Min Gametzar Karaty Adonai! {I called upon 
Him by His blessed name, demanding a miracle, 
a sign, because the patience of the quick and the 
dead is exhausted. This have I done, Rabbi.” 

Pinheiro realized that the awakening of Sab- 
batai which he had so ardently longed for 
had at last occurred. Joy overwhelmed him. It 
seemed to him that the heavens were torn asun- 
der, and that light flooded the earth. His eyes 
sought Samuel Primo. Why was he not beside 
hime But Primo, pushing his way through the 
throng, was approaching. He also had under- 
stood the importance of what had happened, and 
now, standing beside Pinheiro, he felt the same 
surging impatience. They drew closer to each 
other upon the steps of the altar. Sabbatai saw 
them. | 

‘ Rabbi Eliezer,” he said to the old Kabbalist 
who was dumb with horror, “ Rabbi Eliezer, 
do you hear the beating of wings? Do you 
hear His steps upon the mountains, His steps 
behind the door? ” 

“TI hear the ravings of a madman,” shouted 
the old man in a harsh, hysterical voice. “I 
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hear a lunatic who has polluted the sanctuary 
of the Holy Torah, an audacious heretic!” 

Until then the crowd had wavered in inde- 
cision, but seeing the grief of Rabbi Eliezer, 
their gathering emotions broke into fury. 

“Down from the altar!” they clamoured. 
“Down from the altar! Madman!  Blas- 
phemer! Down from the altar!” 

From all corners of the now crowded syna- 
gogue cries of frenzy, wrath, and hatred were 
hurled at Sabbatai. A few Jews with raised 
fists flung themselves upon the young man. 

“Profane not the temple!’’ commanded 
Rabbi Eliezer. “Do not touch him! And you, 
Sabbatai Zevy, depart from this holy place. 
Heap burning ashes upon your head, and in the 
dust of the market place repent, repent with 
tears and groans.” 

His voice rose with renewed anger. 

‘““ What was he dreaming of? He, a gutter- 
snipe, a dunce, to demand blessings of God! 
He, to demand, to compel! And because he has 
no time to wait. And who then are you?” 

A terrible cry rose from the altar. 

SORE ES) 95 0 Bad 

His face flaming with holy wrath, Moses 
Pinheiro hurled himself upon the old Kabbalist. 

“Do not dare insult the Messiah!” he cried. 
“Do not dare insult the Messiah of Israel, the 


62 THE REJECTED MESSIAH 


messenger of God! Return to your senses, 
Rabbi! ” 

He seized Eliezer’s hand, and i in a frenzy of 
despair, implored him. 

“ Rabbi, he is the Messiah, the true Messiah! 
Rabbi, Rabbi!” 

Stirred by the unexpected violence of Pin- 
heiro’s agony, by the words he uttered, and even 
by his cry, “ Messiah!” the crowd trembled. 

Pale with emotion, Sabbatai, standing beside 
the altar, turned sharply on Pinheiro as if to re- 
strainhim. But meeting the imploring and fear- 
ful eyes of Samuel Primo, he read within them 
that now no retreat was possible. 

Slowly turning away from the crowd he hid 
his face in the curtain of the tabernacle. But 
at that moment something more startling than 
Pinheiro’s outburst occurred. Swaying slightly, 
Rabbi Eliezer was suddenly seized with a fit of 
ague. ‘Chen throwing back his head he burst 
into deep and raucous laughter. So unbearable 
was the laughter the crowd remained speechless. 

“The Messiah! ” 

The word burst from Rabbi Eliezer’s throat 
like an oath. 

“He, the Messiah! He, O Jews! He, the 
Messiah! ” 

The Kabbalist choked. His laughter had be- 
come a cry of passionate anger. 
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“The Messiah! ‘The son of an egg mer- 
chant! A boy who has swallowed a few drops 
of Kabbala! So he is the Messiah of the Jews! 
The messenger of our All Powerful God Saba- 
oth! Madman!” 

He pushed Pinheiro roughly aside, and rais- 
ing his arms to Heaven continued in an impas- 
sioned voice: 

“The true Messiah of Israel will rise like the 
sun over Jerusalem! The brightness of his glory 
will dim the splendour of all earthly kings. He 
will come clothed in gold and purple, like Sol- 
omon, and with psalms upon his lips like King 
David.” 

Sabbatai turned jabruptly upon the crowd. 
He was no longer the same man. ‘The school- 
boy, wretched and ashamed before the wrath of 
his teacher, had disappeared. For now he stood, 
proud and dominating, himself the Master. He 
raised his head, spread out his arms, and in the 
light of dawn which poured in through the win- 
dow, he cried: 

“’ No, old Rabbi, guardian of a withered vine, 
no! Notin garments of purple will the Messiah 
of Israel appear. In the darkness of these days, 
in the shadows of men’s hearts will he be clothed. 
Wormwood and gall will be his song. Would 
he adorn himself with gold when the tears of 
his people are more precious? And if he sang 
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songs of joy, would the sadness of Israel respond 
to theme O my people! You have wept too 
plentifully to become drunk with music, you 
have fasted too long to find happiness in wine. 
But have you not suffered enough to believer 
O people of Israel, my beloved, my chosen peo- 
ple. Awake! Believe! Learn! The hour has 
sounded and the time has come! Alleluia! AI- 
leluia! ” 

Sabbatai flung out his arms in ecstasy. Eliezer, 
overcome, moved slowly back from the altar. It 
would have been difficult to decide whether fear 
or scorn possessed him. With bowed head he 
moved toward his corner, muttering to himself. 

The crowd had forgotten him. It was car- 
ried away, hypnotized, by Sabbatai’s words, his 
faith, his exaltation, his prophecies and his 
voice. A confused uproar filled the synagogue. 

There were cries of welcome and indigna- 
tion: “ Alleluia!” ‘ Blasphemer! ” 

An hysterical sob rose above the noise and 
silenced the mob for an instant. Pinheiro, 
standing upon the dimeh, opposite the altar, was 
praying passionately. 

‘Blessed be the Lord, my God, who giveth 
me the happiness this day to see his Messiah. 
Blessed be the Lord.” 

“Blessed be the Lord, our God!” repeated 
a scattering of voices in the synagogue. 
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Prayers mingled with cries of anger. The ex- 
citement and tumult grew. One Jew struck his 
adversary across the chest. There was a gen- 
eral struggle. 

Suddenly everyone’s attention was attracted 
toward the altar where Sabbatai stood. Rabbi 
Khaim the dockhand, known by all as a silent, 
learned, and meditative Kabbalist, had pros- 
trated himself before Sabbatai upon the steps 
of the altar and exhorted him passionately: 

“Thy people hath thirsted for Thy coming as 
in the Egyptian desert they thirsted for fresh 
water. Go among Thy people! The men of 
little faith will be silenced and the light will 
shine. Go among Thy people!” 

The crowd silently awaited an answer. Sab- 
batai bent down, raised him, and laid his hands 
in blessing upon Khaim’s head. Then his voice 
rose, tender and slow: 

“The hour has not yet sounded for the strug- 
gle, Khaim. The seed has been planted; it will 
take root.” 

He closed the tabernacle and drew the cur- 
tain together. Having kissed the altar, he de- 
scended slowly. Tranquil and radiant he made 
his way to the door. 

The Jews drew back as he passed, some with 
reverence, some with fear, others uneasily. Pin- 
heiro, Primo, the members of their group, and 
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many new friends Sabbatai had not known be- 
fore, followed him. 

When the door closed upon him, Rabbi 
Eliezer wept unrestrainedly. And those who 
had come to pray slowly put on their tallith, 
went to their places, and with desperate hearts 
supplicated God to indicate to them which guide 
they should follow, Eliezer or Sabbatai Zevy. 

They did not yet know and their souls were 
troubled. 


V 


WHEN Mordecai Zevy heard what had hap- 
pened in the synagogue, he shrugged his shoul- 
ders and smiled sourly. 

““T have always expected trouble from Sab- 
_batai,” he said. “ But what is there to do about 
it? He is not normal. Has he not covered me 
with enough shame by leaving his wife and 
wasting his time in taverns? It is God’s pun- 
ishment.” 

Mordecai was afraid that the incident would 
harm his business. But to his great surprise, 
people began to treat him with respect. Rare 
were those who avoided him. The old pious 
Jewish women showed a marked preference for 
his stall. And yet no one spoke to him about 
his son. 

The subject was not one that could be treated 
lightly. 

Rabbi Eliezer found powerful support among 
the Rabbis, the official agents of law and order, 
and among a few influential people of the com- 
munity. On the other side a small group of ac- 
tive and enthusiastic young men supported Sab- 
batai. They condemned the old Kabbalist and 
heaped sarcasm upon the Rabbis, whom they 
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called eunuchs of truth, timid slaves of the Sul- 
tan. 

The majority of the population—Kabbalists, 
students, common people, artisans and mer- 
chants—preferred to remain silent. Those who 
knew Sabbatai or had heard of him before, 
doubted, in spite of themselves, the infallibility 
of Rabbi Eliezer’s blunt judgment upon him. 

“There is something sacred about Sabbatai,” 
they said, ‘‘ and the times are such that it is not 
safe to rely altogether on one’s own judgment.” 

And yet the struggle between the two factions 
subsided for various reasons. 

In Rabbi Eliezer’s camp utter confusion 
reigned, and though it was scrupulously hidden 
from the world, it paralyzed all his attempts at 
action. Indeed, one day the old Kabbalist, sur- 
rounded in his house by an assemblage of 
friends, was storming against Sabbatai, accusing 
him of being a young profligate and a danger- 
ous charlatan into the bargain, when suddenly 
the earth shook, the walls of the house reeled, 
and the old man was hurled from his chair. The 
friends about him were also thrown off their 
jie 

The shock lasted only a second, but Rabbi 
Eliezer remained stretched upon the ground for 
a long time, afraid to rise. 

The meeting broke up, every one went away 
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full of remorse and uneasiness. Although 
earthquakes were common in Smyrna, the shock, 
coming at the precise moment when he was 
abusing Sabbatai, troubled Rabbi Eliezer in 
spite of himself. In the depths of his soul he 
began to doubt his wisdom and to ask himself 
if this were not a sign of warning. From that 
moment Sabbatai’s name was no longer men- 
tioned by the group. 

But the friends of the young man also kept 
silent, for a few days after the great event, all 
Sabbatai’s intimates, Pinheiro, Primo, Khaim 
and all the others, had left town for unknown 
destinations. Sabbatai had also departed. His 
partisans then remembered that, after all, Sab- | 
batai had said nothing about a mission, and that 
he had not announced himself as the Messiah. 
Pinheiro, followed by Khaim, had alone ac- 
claimed him. 

As for Sabbatai, he had held his peace. He 
had merely not denied them. That was all. He 
had not restrained Pinheiro and he had blessed 
Khaim as one of the Appointed. It would have 
meant much if Sabbatai had remained in 
Smyrna, but it meant little now that he had left 
the city without a parting message to his friends. 

The authorities learned that the son of the 
merchant Mordecai Zevy, named Sabbata, 
without any definite trade, known as a frequenter 
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of taverns and for his beautiful voice, had pub- 
licly incited the people in the synagogue to in- 
surrection against the Commander of the Faith- 
ful. 

The governor called in the Cadi and ordered 
him at all cost to find the son of the egg mer- 
chant and bring him to court. 

The Cadi called his subordinate and passed 
over to him the mission he had from the Kai- 
makam. 

The subordinate promised his chief to exe- 
cute the matter personally. But, seized with a 
fit of laziness, he called in his scribe and told 
him that the Sultan of Adrianople had sent or- 
ders to arrest the Smyrna vagabond, Sabbatai 
Zevy. 

The scribe assured him that he knew Morde- 
cai’s house and that he would find his son. The 
Cadi’s subordinate added that without doubt the 
young man would not be found at his father’s 
house. He should look for him in the syna- 
gogues. But, in the name of Allah, it was im- 
possible for him to enter the temples. It was 
not decent for a Mussulman to do so, and be- 
sides, the Jews would receive it as an insult to 
their religion. The scribe would have to ask 
someone of Sabbatai’s faith to look for him 
in the synagogue and tell him the Cadi wished 
to see him. | 
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As the scribe knew all this quite as well as his 
master, he listened impatiently. 

He prepared to go, but his chief retained him. 

“It may be that the man is not in the syna- 
gogue, and so you will have to overcome your 
laziness and go to two or three taverns. You 
will ask for the young Jew who sings the song 
of the Sultan’s daughter. He is well known. 
_ And if he is not in the cafes, visit his father to 
see if he has not returned home. You must 
tell Mordecai that it 1s a serious matter, an ex- 
press command from the Sultan of Adrianople. 
By the way, my greetings to Mordecai, and pick 
me out a few nice chickens from his hen house. 
Allright. ... Youcan take a horse. It is quite 
a long way. I almost forgot to tell you that 
you may have to look along the seashore, too. 
The young man ofter wanders there with friends 
as lazy as himself. That’s all.” 

The scribe, a Turk who was short and well 
preserved in fat, raised his hand to his stomach, 
to his turban, and smiled slyly at his chief. Pain- 
fully he mounted a small Arab horse which 
carried him at a slow pace through the crooked 
streets of Smyrna. Sabbatai was neither in the 
snyagogue nor in the taverns. 

The scribe carried out his chief’s instructions 
to the letter, changing them on only one point. 
He left the visit to Mordecai’s father for the 
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end. There was no need of going there twice. 

As he was too lazy to dismount without aid, 
he shouted till Mordecai came out of his yard. 
The dealer bowed respectfully before the scribe 
and helped him out of the saddle. ‘Then he 
bade him enter. The Turk sat down, breathed 
heavily and asked, as severely as he could, for 
Sabbatai. ‘The command had come from 
Adrianople! 

Mordecai, frightened, assured him on oath 
that for months at a time he did not see his son. 
Sabbatai had been married a long time and, al- 
though divorced, lived alone; besides, he was not 
quite normal. His acts and his words were not 
to be taken too seriously. 

The Turk thought otherwise. He frowned 
significatively, but spoiled the general effect of 
severity by a peaceful yawn. It was very hot. 
He was sleepy. It would have been so pleasant 
to drink orgeat sirup in a cafe. 

Having listened to the Jew, he went towards 
a basket that stood in a corner of the room. The 
basket was full of fowls. In the jumble of grey 
and brown feathers, the scribe was attracted by 
the red comb of a cock. He knelt down with 
pleasure beside the basket, took the cock out, 
and glancing smilingly at the dealer, who was 
radiant with joy, he placed the cock within the 
folds of his tunic. The Jew helped him up. 
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“The Cadi sends his greetings,’ said the 
scribe. ‘“‘ But you have a very poor sort of 
trash here.” 

Mordecai went out in the yard and brought 
back a fat goose, adroitly tied by its wings and 
legs, so that it would be easy to carry on horse- 
back. 

“So, your son is not here?” concluded the 
scribe with good humour. “ But what can we do 
about it? Adrianople will have to wait.” 

Having left the merchant’s house, he remem- 
bered that he had not visited the beach. He 
turned his horse in that direction. Under his 
robe, the cock stirred quietly; the goose, fastened 
to the pommel of the saddle, hissed. 

The scribe reached the seashore, just at the 
moment Rabbi Eliezer was denouncing Sab- 
batai for the last time, angrily accusing him of 
Being (a. dangerous charlatan. The’ scribe 
searched the coast carefully. There was no one 
there. Just then the horizon rose and fell. The 
horse leaped and threw its rider to the sand. 
The goose, wriggling free, flapped away honk- 
ing; the cock took wing; and a frightened horse 
galloped riderless toward the town. 


PART TWO 


I 


IT was the third year Sarah had passed at Am- 
-sterdam, in the home of the Jewish merchant, 
Diego of Lisbon. 

The Portuguese had married a rich and beau- 
tiful girl of Holland, but God had not blessed 
their union, and they were childless. Sadness 
often descended upon Diego and his wife 
Rachel. When her husband went to the fair at 
Leipzig or Frankfort, the young woman suf- 
fered from loneliness in the vast, silent house. 

For this reason Sarah was a valuable com- 
panion for Rachel. For Sarah was beautiful 
and modest, a little strange, perhaps, and rather 
taciturn, but her story, which the Rabbi in Am- 
sterdam related in detail, explained everything. 
When the young woman heard the story she had 
wept as she kissed Sarah. 

“Live here as if it were the home of your 
blessed mother. You shall lack nothing, neither 
bread nor kindness. Be a faithful Jewess and 
love us as we already love you.” 

Sarah was impressed by the wealth of the 
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house, by the luxury of its furnishings, by the 
magnificence of its walls hung with gold-em- 
bossed leather, by the brightness of the lamps, 
and the abundance of pictures and books. 

Rachel’s motherly embrace, her affectionate 
words, Diego’s hospitality, and the general feel- 
ing of warmth and comfort, all raised her from 
that weary indifference she had, until then, in- 
dulged in. : 

A warm wave of tears rose to her eyes and, 
pressing close to Rachel, she gave way to peace- 
ful weeping. Diego left the two women. alone. 

Diego, who was a cultivated man, read Latin 
and was interested in natural science, but he was 
nevertheless scrupulously religious. Although 
he respected the virtue of his compatriot Spi- 
noza, he condemned him for his heresy and ap- 
proved of his exclusion from the synagogue. 
Diego meanwhile associated with enlightened 
Christians and showed himself tolerant of their 
faith, which, as they were born in it, he con- 
sidered an excusable error. 

He soon realized that Sarah knew neither the 
precepts of her religion, nor the history of her 
people. She saw no difference between the He- 
brew and Catholic faiths, and did not even know 
any Jewish prayers. 

Before leaving for England on some affair of 
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business, Diego talked it over with Rachel. The 
young woman resolved to instruct Sarah. 

She began her instructions with zeal and tact. 
As soon as the young girl had completely re- 
covered from the emotions of her voyage, had 
been dressed properly and installed in a large, 
airy room, Rachel gave her a prayer book bound 
in parchment and printed in Hebrew and 
Dutch. 

On seeing it, Sarah at once wanted to relearn 
the lessons of her childhood and shyly asked 
Rachel to help her. The young woman re- 
sponded with joy and Sarah’s quick progress 
delighted them both. 

Sometimes Rachel ordered her open carriage 
and took the young girl through the city, de- 
scribing to her the piety, the wealth and power 
of the Jewish community of Amsterdam. And 
every time she had the coach drive past the 
newly-built synagogue, whose magnificence 
Sarah greatly admired. 

Rachel knew there was no better method to 
arouse the young girl’s religious and patriotic 
instincts than by an explanation of the signifi- 
cance underlying those Ukrainian massacres of 
which Sarah herself had been a victim. 

But if the wound had to be reopened, it must 
be done gently. Rachel did it with infinite 
prudence. 
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When Sarah, overcome with grief, wept in 
remembrance of her slaughtered family, Rachel 
consoled her by recalling the terrible persecu- 
tions inflicted upon other branches of the Chosen 
People. 

She described the sufferings of the German 
communities at the time of the Crusades and 
Sarah believed she was listening to the tale of 
Cossack atrocities. Then Rachel told the story 
of the Catholic Inquisition in Spain and Portu- 
gal. Before the girl she unrolled the awful list 
of Israelites who in countless generations, in all 
lands and all centuries, had suffered martyrdom. 
She described the insulting laws to which Jews 
were forced to submit in times past and which 
in certain countries—though blessed be liberal 
Holland—were still in effect. 

She told her about the yellow and red pieces 
of cloth Jews had to wear as a sign of op- 
probrium. Sarah learnt of the ferocious wilful- 
ness of kings, the cupidity of bishops, the unap- 
peasable hatred of mobs. 

Thus did Sarah more clearly understand that 
the massacre in the Ukraine had not occurred by 
chance, but that it was only one link in that end- 
Jess chain which had been forged for centuries 
and which stretched from one country to an- 
other, around the earth. 

Visions of exiles and fugitives, of persecu- 
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tions and tortures, began tohaunther. Itseemed 
that it all had happened within the setting of 
her own Ukrainian countryside, and martyrs of 
all times and places appeared to her in the guise 
of Jews from her own little village. 

The wound reopened. A passionate longing 
for revenge and recompense filled her, but it was 
a longing less for herself than for all those who 
had been rent by hate and injustice. Her soul 
became a part of the ancient chain, it melted 
into the flood of generations, it thrilled to feel 
itself of the same blood as all the fragments of 
a scattered people. 

The miracle of her people’s unity was re- 
vealed to her, but she was particularly im- 
pressed by one detail. 

Rachel always concluded her discourses on 
the destiny of the Jews by mentioning the be- 
lief in a Great Liberator. With deep emo- 
tion Sarah observed that this rich and beautiful 
Jewess spoke of the Messiah in the same words 
her mother, under the very swords of the Cos- 
sacks, had used in the humble room of a dis- 
tant kingdom. 

“God will save His people. He is forgiving 
and merciful. He will send His Messiah to 
lead us from strange countries into our Promised 
Land. God is great and merciful.” 

There was the same sorrow, the same sweet- 
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ness in the two voices; the same deep faith in 
the Messiah, the same desperate expectation of 
His coming. 

Sarah felt that the chain of adversity was not 
the only one. Along with it, through centuries 
and countries without a break, another chain 
was being forged, a chain of prayer and hope, 
strong and unchangeable. She was obsessed 
by the vision of millions and millions of mothers 
who, as the source of numberless generations, 
consoled their children with the same words, 
soothing their troubles with this one hope: 

“The Merciful God will send His Messiah.” 

Returning from England, Diego brought im- 
portant news. It was hoped that Cromwell 
would let the Jews establish themselves openly 
in his country. The question had not yet been 
settled. Cromwell had shown himself favorable 
to the Jews, but the merchants of London were 
opposed to them. In Whitehall it was mur- 
mured that if Jews were admitted they would 
monopolize all the business. As for the clergy, 
they were of the opinion that no “ heretical 
Jews” should be admitted, as they were dan- 
gerous and obstinate enemies of Christ. 

Luckily Manasseh-ben-Israel (‘‘ our wise Ma- 
nasseh,” Diego said with pride) had entered the 
discussion and had advanced an argument in 
favour of the Jews which ought to put an end 
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to Cromwell’s hesitation, Cromwell being a 
zealous defender of the Bible. Manasseh had 
written him a letter in which he proved with 
exactitude that the admission of Jews to Eng- 
land was necessary for divine reasons. The 
Jews, said he, are expecting their Messiah, and 
they are certain the redemption of Israel and 
the return to the Promised Land are immanent. 
However, this great event cannot take place 
until the dispersion of the Jews throughout the 
world is an accomplished fact. Accordingly, 
in opposing the entrance of Jews to England, 
Cromwell is preventing the fulfillment of the 
Messianic promise of God. The dispersion of 
Israel cannot be considered’! an accomplished 
fact, while there are no Jews on English soil. 

Diego explained to Sarah, who questioned 
him, that Manasseh-ben-Israel was a wise and 
erudite Jewish doctor of Holland. He also told 
her that Cromwell was the ruler of a great coun- 
try beyond the sea, that he was a fearless war- 
rior and a pious man. Although not a Jew, he 
knew the Bible and the Prophets. 

“Better, perhaps, than our little Sarah,” 
added Diego with a friendly smile. 

The young girl blushed and Diego promised 
her a Dutch Bible, richly bound. 

‘So it was not a delusion, it was not a phan- 
tasm which appeared to me in the convent,” said 
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Sarah that night as she tossed sleepless upon her 
bed. ‘In the land of Diego and in the land of 
Cromwell that dream is as real as it was back 
there, when, to the sound of the convent organ, 
it appeared to me.’ 

From then on, the thought of the Messiah, 
which had almost vanished from her mind, was 
renewed with greater force. But where was He? 
Why did He tarry? Why, during all the past 
centuries, had so many prayers, so many exhorta- 
tions been unanswered? Was it because faith, 
becoming outworn, had been stratified into a 
habit of patience and resignation? ‘That pray- 
ers, by force of their being endlessly repeated, 
had lost their power? 

It seemed to Sarah that Diego, Rachel and 
all other Jews she had met in the house of the 
Portuguese found too ready a consolation in 
their faith. Even so trivial an allusion to the 
coming of the Messiah as Manasseh’s letter, had 
been sufficient to render Diego happy. And 
Rachel also had become radiant. As if the 
promise already had been fulfilled! 

Sarah believed one should not be lulled so 
easily by hope. Diego had gone about his busi- 
ness tranquilly, Rachel, untroubled, was admir- 
ing the presents her husband had brought her 
from London. ; 

No! One should not believe, one should not 
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hope and pray so casually. But like a fam- 
ished man, who cannot appease his hunger until 
he finds bread, even so should one hunger after 
liberation with all one’s passion, with all one’s 
will, at every breath and moment. 

Diego had built a firm and magnificent house, 
had planted a garden around it. Did he not 
thus deny his faith? Rachel proudly displayed 
the gorgeous synagogue erected under the direc- 
tion of Manasseh-ben-Israel himself. What im- 
mense blocks of limestone! They seemed laid 
against all eternity. But where was the Rabbis’ 
faith in the approaching Exodus? 

On the threshold of the Promised Land, 
Moses did not erect temples in the Egyptian 
desert; he pitched his tents. God would send no 
one, no one would come while the outward 
works of Israel so palpably denied their faith. 

Now Sarah became more clearly conscious of 
a belief which until then had remained. con- 
fused. It was necessary that she take a personal 
_ part in the noble task of liberating her people. 
As a neophyte in whom hope had been created 
by the dying words of her mother, she could no 
longer rest inactive. She would not cleave to the 
temporal good things of this world, she would 
not found a firm existence upon the foaming 
waters of a torrent, but her life must be com- 
parable to the tent in the desert. 
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She had not rediscovered her people, she had 
not shuddered at their agony, to be consoled by 
empty words. She must find the Messiah and 
crouch in the shadow of His infinite Wives 

But who was this Messiahr 

As in the distant convent days, shadowy vis- 
ions appeared to Sarah. Confused shapes, mys- 
terious faces passed before her. Sometimes she 
saw the beautiful features of a young boy who 
wore the austerely noble costume of Holland; 
sometimes she saw the masculine figure of a 
warrior drawn in light and shade and resembling 
a picture she had seen in Diego’s library; some- 
times she saw the hoary, majestic head of a 
patriarchal Rabbi. ‘They appeared before her 
in her room at evening, and in the green shadows 
of the garden during the day. But what was He 
really like? And in what country was He to 
be found? 

Sarah’s eyes burned with restlessness. They 
one again assumed that radiance which, though 
it frightened Rachel, added a strange poignancy 
to the girl’s somber loveliness. Young men of 
Amsterdam began paying court to this magnifi- 
cent Jewess from Poland, who was being raised 
and educated by Diego. 

One day, jokingly, Rachel spoke to Sarah 
about marriage. The girl began trembling vio- 
lently. | 
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‘““No, no!” she cried, terror-stricken. 

Laughingly, Rachel reassured her. 

When she was alone later on, Sarah wondered 
why the idea of marriage had terrified her. 
Amourous longings had sometimes filled her 
body with their mysterious power and among the 
young men of the city she had found many who 
_ were attractive to her. 

But she knew that all her feelings, every part 
of her soul belonged to Him, who was the ob- 
ject of her desires and dreams. 

She would not build her house upon the foam- 
ing waters of the torrent. Her life must be 
similar to the tent pitched in the desert. 


In honour of Joseph Khelebi, a banker of 
Cairo, the Sabbath meal in Diego’s home was 
served with more than usual ceremony. 

As tax collector for the Khedive of Egypt, 
Joseph Khelebi attended the court of his Maj- 
esty the Sultan, bore the title of Saraf-Pasha, 
and was received with great honour throughout 
the East by both Jew and Mussulman. 

Financiers of India and Europe knew his 
bank at Alexandria well. His ships sailed to 
the farthest seas. 

He was forty years old, and in his magnifi- 
cent gold-embroidered robe, he was singularly 
handsome. Framed by a black, silky beard, his 
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full lips bore shadows of purple, while his 
white teeth gleamed. Without his turban, by 
which the East distinguishes a Jew from a Mus- 
sulman, one might have taken him for an Ara- 
bian prince. His eyes glowed like coals smoul- 
dering in their ashes, and though his glance was 
frank and straightforward, his eyes revealed a 
profound sadness, for he had recently lost his 
wife whom he had greatly loved. 

Diego, who carried on important dealings 
with Khelebi, welcomed him in the most cor- 
dial and sumptuous manner. The table was 
loaded with rare vessels of silver, and sparkled 
with cut glass. In the center stood a tall gold 
vase of Genoese workmanship. Rachel had 
donned her most magnificent jewels and had 
persuaded Sarah to wear a pearl necklace in 
honour of their guest. 

In addition to Khelebi and the members of 
Diego’s household, there was present at the 
table, a Rabbi and six Jewish beggars who had 
been lucky enough to draw Diego’s name at the 
lottery which took place every Friday. ‘Their 
good luck entitled them to eat their Sabbath 
dinner at Diego’s house. 

They sat side by side, much embarrassed by 
the presence of the brilliant stranger. But the 
mistress of the house with charming simplicity 
soon put them all at ease. From time to time, 
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Diego glanced toward them in a friendly way 
and more than once Khelebi thimself smiled 
good-humouredly with flashing teeth. Sarah 
graciously passed them dishes of food. 

The Rabbi questioned the guest on the Jew- 
ish situation in the East. Were the precepts of 
faith carefully observed? How did the Mus- 

sulmen and common people treat the Israelites? 
_ Khelebi answered from a full knowledge of 
the subject. He gave the exact number of Jews 
in the Ottoman Empire, described their state 
of affairs, which, on the whole, he said was 
flourishing, and praised the tolerance and wis- 
dom of the Sultan. He added that Khekim 
Pasha, private physician to his Majesty Ma- 
homet IV, was a Jew by birth. 

‘““Unhappily he was converted to Islam,” 
added Khelebi sadly. ‘“ But the Sultan is not 
to blame for it. He loves the Jews and respects 
their religious feelings.” 

By way of example he cited an authentic case. 
Two years before, in Smyrna, the synagogue 
had been the scene of a small scandal. A young 
Kabbalist whose name Khelebi had forgotten, 
but who was very popular among the young peo- 
ple, had proclaimed himself the Messiah before a 
congregation of the faithful. An old Kabbalist, 
honoured by all Smyrna, the Rabbi Eliezer 
(bowing his head, the Rabbi testified that this 
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revered name was known to him), had been quite 
properly outraged by the action, and commanded 
the young man to do penance. But the latter, 
far from obeying his Rabbi, had brazenly dis- 
puted with him, and! uttered the name of God 
in a loud voice (the Rabbi, Diego, and the beg- 
gars shuddered), and had declared that the time 
of miracles had arrived. He had, moreover, 
called Rabbi Eliezer a slave of the Sultan, and 
had abused all the other Rabbis as shameless 
cowards who knew only how to pray and in- | 
voke the Messiah, but who, nevertheless, would 
not dare to follow him for fear of the Cadi. 

At court an influential eunuch who was an 
enemy of the Jews, described the incident to the 
Sultan, embellishing it with certain scandalous 
details. Fearing the Sultan’s wrath, Khekim 
Pasha had timidly appeared before him, pre- 
pared to defend his brothers in blood. But the 
Sultan had received him gaily. 

‘““ Khekim Pasha,” he began, “ what crime has 
the young man committed? Does not the Jew- 
ish religion command him to believe in the lib- 
eration of his people from the yoke of all for- 
eign princesr He is right. He pleases me. I 
am sorry he has no taste for the army. I would 
have made an exception and sent him as a com- 
missioned officer to the siege of Vienna.” 

Khelebi’s tale entranced all those present. 
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The master of the house and his guests looked 
with pride on this powerful and good-looking 
Jew who knew all the secrets of the court of 
Adrianople. 

‘““ And what became of the young Kabbalist? ” 
asked the Rabbi with hidden emotion. 

“Very soon after the excitement he disap- 
peared from Smyrna. His friends followed 
him, but the clamour he raised has not yet sub- 
sided. Before my departure, I heard in Alex- 
andria that he goes from town to town, preach- 
ing in the synagogues. They say he proclaims 
himself as the Messiah more and more openly. 
He has many disciples.” 

A silence followed, interrupted at last by 
Khelebi. 

“There is something in the man,” he said 
meditatively. “J have been told that he has a 
marvellous voice, is physically attractive, and 
imate perias.a 2rcat); sift, of speech...) p«lt is 
said also that Rabbi Eliezer has repented having 
attacked him, and that he doubts......., Ah!) 7 
remember. His name is Sabbatai . .. Sab- 
batai Zevy. His father is an egg-merchant.” 

The servants brought in the next course. It 
was only then that Rachel and her guests noticed 
Sarah’s strange appearance. She was deathly 
pale. Her eyes, gleaming like the flames of two 
candles, were fixed hypnotically on Khelebi’s 
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face. It was evident that although he no longer 
spoke, she still heard his voice. 

Frightened, Rachel leaned toward the girl 
and touched her hand. The contact seemed to 
bring Sarah back ‘to consciousness; the con- 
suming fire in her eyes vanished, and as if ex- 
hausted, she leaned against Rachel’s chair for 
support. 

‘“‘ What is the matter, my dear?” Rachel’s soft 
voice asked the girl. ‘‘ Come, you are ill.” 

“Yes, lead me away,” Sarah weakly replied. 

Supporting herself on Rachel’s arm, she un- 
steadily left the room. Everyone was greatly 
disturbed at the sudden attack the young girl had 
suffered, but in the presence of a Rabbi etiquette 
forbade any mention of it. 

Rachel returned to the room after a little while 
and begged her guests to pardon the interrup- 
tion. 

“The girl has suffered so terribly,” she said, 
turning to Khelebi. “I imagine your story was 
too much for her to stand, for she herself was 
a victim of the Cossack massacres. Indeed, she 
truly is worthy of a Messiah.” 

Rachel’s remarks afforded Khelebi an oppor- 
tunity to ask the story of this girl whose sudden 
pallor had made him aware of her striking 
beauty. 

Thereupon the Rabbi repeated all the in- 
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formation about Sarah which his confrere in the 
Ukraine had written him. 

Until the end of the evening the banker from 
‘Alexandria smiled and chatted amiably, but 
within him he struggled against a revery which 
possessed his soul. And later, when the banquet 
had ended, he passed a sleepless night, trying in 
vain to drive away dreams of the beautiful Polish 
Jewess which came to assail him with perilous 
temptations. 


II 


Apparently calm, but still extremely pale, 
Sarah remained in her room. Time passed with- 
out bringing any relief from her anguish. The 
words of Khelebi’s story had filled her with a 
burning, ecstatic pain which had exhausted her. 
All her suffering, her solitary dreams, her phan- 
tasies, the dark confusion of her desires, were 
suddenly flooded with a clear and overwhelming 
light. 

Henceforth she would have a definite goal and 
a wide path to follow. Far off in the distant 
lands of the East a brave and beautiful young 
Jew with a voice like honey and with lips of 
gold wandered from city to city. He was no 
phantom, he had a name: Sabbatai Zevy! 

How firm and sonorous was the word Zevy, 
which in Hebrew meant the deer. What a fleet 
and winged word it was! What more magnifi- 
cent name could be found to designate the Mes- 
siah, the Messenger of God? 

He was the Messiah, the Messiah! 

Enraptured men, rendering up their faithful 
hearts, followed him from city to city. Against 
him he had only those who raised transient tem- 
ples of everlasting stone, those whose prayers 

92 


THE REJECTED MESSIAH a 


were passive, whose faith was too forbearing, 
whose desire was passionless. Audaciously he 
branded them as slaves of the Sultan. He called, 
he disturbed, he awoke the sleeping dead. His 
was the sacred trumpet which shakes the earth, 
which awakens resigned and tranquil men from 
slumber. | 

With what fervent and thoughtful sympathy 
this friend of the Caliph and adviser to kings, 
Joseph Khelibi, spoke of him. The Deer! 

‘But wanly and with a mortal sluggishness, life, 
like a deep sleep, dragged out in the sumptuous 
house of Diego. Even in the convent, enclosed 
by walls of stone, there was wider space. The 
bells wafted one into distant dreams, the hymns 
of the organ awoke one’s soul. Goodness and 
tenderness reigned here, but death also, death. 

Sarah contemplated the delicate objects with 
which Rachel had adorned her room. Her eyes 
rested on the crystal flask filled with sweet-smell- 
ing oils, on the mirror with its silver frame stud- 
ded with little pearls, on the cushions embroi- 
dered with silk and gold. But before these signs 
of a touching and tender love, Sarah’s eyes re- 
mained cold and hostile. She had no need of 
them, not a single one. 

What she ardently desired was to wander 
through the shadows of night from town to 
town; to endure the dust of white, burning roads; 
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to drink with ecstasy the sweet, audacious words, 
the fiery words of Sabbatai Zevy, the fleet, the 
divine deer of God. To fall exhausted and, in 
spite of it, to struggle on and on in His footsteps. 
To draw water for Him in summer from cool 
springs; to gather branches for Him in the dry 
and frosty mornings of autumn. To divine each 
dawning thought of the Messiah. To be beside 
Him on that great day when He would meet His 
people, to see from the height of His mountain 
all the tombs of the earth open, to see the dead 
rise and march toward Him under the shadow 
of His immortality, filling all the roads of the 
world with the whiteness of their cerements, like 
unshadowed snow. ‘To be His sister, His slave. 

Where was He? 

Mists still enveloped Sarah’s future road, but 
the radiant sun which had just risen in her life 
pierced through these clouds. Following its rays 
she would find the source of its light: she would 
find the Deer, the Deer! 

Suddenly in these ecstatic dreams a sharp pain 
assailed her. Rachel! How could she tear her- 
self away from her young guardian whose smile 
and innocent face had so often quieted her pain? 
How could she openly depart from this peaceful 
home, how could she leave the sad and upright 
Diego? | 
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Flight was the sole escape. To depart in any 
other way would be beyond her strength. She 
must flee at night, with a feeling of deep shame. 
She must steal her freedom, soiled with ingrati- 
tude and treachery. But it would be for Him, 
for Him! 

Leaping from her bed, Sarah flung a shawl 
- over her shoulders, picked up a pen and wrote 
rapidly: 

“Rachel, my darling, my second mother. My 
eyes are blinded with tears and shame burns in 
my cheeks, but I can no longer live as I have 
until now, in your blessed home. The voice of 
my parents tells me J must abandon a magnifi- 
cence I am not worthy of. The voice of my 
martyred sister calls me and commands that I 
go to those places where the word of God shines, 
where, in fugitive darkness, the awaited miracle 
is being brought to birth. I must seek it along 
dark roads and in unknown countries. My good, 
my loving mother, you must forgive my cruelty. 
It is not the temptation of transient pleasures, 
nor the allurement of worldly goods, this Sarah 
whom you have covered with blessings, follows. 
She has gone toward the voice of God, in the 
footsteps of His Appointed. May God give 
you His blessing. And may He grant me the 
joy of seeing you again on that supreme day in 
the holy city of Jerusalem.” 
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She ended her letter, and, weeping, collected 
the jewels Rachel and Diego had given her and 
laid them beside her letter on the table. Then 
she wrapped up her prayer book and bible into a 
small parcel, slipped on a simple dress, took a 
tortoise shell purse which contained 200 thalers, 
and blowing out the light, she descended into the 
perfume-filled garden. 

Quickly crossing the main walk, she took a 
narrow path that led to the gate. She opened it 
softly, looking back for the last time on the house 
of Rachel and Diego of Lisbon. ‘Tears filled 
her eyes again, but brushing them aside, she 
crossed the threshold. _ 

Far to her right a lantern gleamed and she 
ran toward it. 

It was a sultry and overcast night of summer. 
One could feel that clouds, rising in the black 
sky, heralded a storm. 

Pausing under the lantern whose flame flick- 
ered in the wind, Sarah in sudden despair 
realized her helplessness. The plan of follow- 
ing the rays of the sun to their very source, 
which, in the fever of her exaltation had seemed 
so easy, now with two black alleys lying before 
her appeared complex and terrible. Which one 
should she choose? Where should she gop 

For the first time in her life she was alone 
and without a guide. Alone, completely alone 
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in the great universe under an immense and 
shadowy sky. She realized that she was ignorant 
of everything. She did not even know where 
the East lay, toward which she yearned with 
her whole being. Jerusalem, Smyrna, Alexan- 
dria, Cairo, were mere sounds to her, as inac- 
cessible as the stars. 

The madness of her venture rose in the form 
of numberless dangers. What kind of men 
would she meet at the next crossroad? Drunk- 
ards perhaps, or murderers. The face of her 
sister floated before her. 

Terrified, she rushed haphazardly down a 
dark street. A rising wind tugged at her shawl. 
She tied it more tightly around her shoulders 
and quickened her step, pausing only now and 
then under the infrequent street lights. Their 
poor and feeble light frightened her even more 
than the shadows. In the darkness she felt in- 
visible, protected. 

A new crossroad; a new street. The more 
roads she had to choose, the more Sarah felt 
hopeless and lost. She was overwhelmed with 
a desire to return to Diego’s home, to climb 
back into her warm bed, and to awake in the 
morning to the whispering of the garden. This 
weakness lasted but a second. There was no re- 
turn. 

The realization that her new career was defi- 
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nitely settled rendered Sarah a little calmer. 
Was she to be discouraged at the very outset of 
her journey, when the road which lay before 
her was long and unknown and perilous? Fear 
seemed paltry and unworthy of her. 

On the contrary, how pleasant, how gay it 
was to walk along as she was doing! Freedom, 
the wind, the open road, and each crossroad led 
her nearer to her destiny. 

The wind suddenly descended. A gentle and 
prolonged peal of thunder rumbled in the sky. 
Sarah hastened on. From a low, rambling 
building with lighted windows came the noise 
of song. It was a tavern. 

A flash of lightning, a surly growl of thunder, 
and rain fell in torrents. Drenched in an in- 
stant, Sarah’s thin dress clung to her body. She 
took shelter under the porch of a pretentious 
looking house at a short distance from the tay- 
ern. ‘The storm had dispersed the night mists 
and Sarah could see the rain dancing at her feet. 

Hugging the walls along the street scurried 
the crouching figure of a man in a long cape. 
Evidently realizing where the nearest shelter 
was, he dashed toward the porch, and in doing so 
ran into Sarah before she could move out of his 
way. 

“TI beg your pardon,” said a cool voice in 
Dutch. | 
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Sarah stepped back without replying. Fright 
had recaptured her. 

Meanwhile the young man was staring at her 
attentively. The presence of this apparently 
decent young lady under this porch and at this 
hour of night, seemed to fill him with astonish- 
ment. Her light dress and the little package in 
her hand suggested she was a discharged’ ser- 
vant, but her beauty was not that of the lower 
classes. Did she realize the infamous reputa- 
tion of this street, and of this house? 

If she were unaware of it she must be a 
stranger, doubtless a runaway. 

He resolved to find out. Sarah, though she 
had overcome her fear, was still disturbed. For 
the first time in her life, and under the strangest 
circumstances, she found herself close to an un- 
known man. She would have liked to hurry off, 
but the rain had not yet abated. Moreover, she 
feared that by fleeing she might arouse him to 
pursue her. Although she was without the 
slightest experience, instinct told her that it 
would be wiser to remain silent and to stay where 
she was. At any rate the unknown young man 
seemed shy. 

She imagined he was an artist because of his 
cape, his broad-brimmed hat adorned with a 
feather, and his pointed beard. 
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wyYou vare 4 stranger here?” he suddenly 
asked. 

Sarah did not respond. After a few seconds 
the young man, realizing that the silence was de- 
liberate, continued: | 

“Pardon me for having troubled you. Be 
quite at ease, I will not bother you again. But 
if you need anyone to take you where you are 
going, and to protect you against more venture- 
some people than J, be assured, that J am en- 
tirely at your service.’ 

He uttered this long sentence calfnly and 
slowly as if the serenity of his voice might re- 
assure her. ‘Then he took a step back. 

These tactics bore fruit. Sarah was persuaded 
that this man who spoke so gently must be 
trustworthy. An idea struck her; without doubt 
he was a Jew. She considered it necessary to 
thank him for his offer, but she did not know 
how to express it. Suddenly she asked: 

“Are you a Jewe” 

The artist moved a step nearer. 

“Yes. My name is Emmanuel Tezkeiro.” 

‘TY am a foreigner,” Sarah said. “ A Jewess 
from Poland.” 

The extraordinary simplicity of her remark 
impressed the young man. Only a child having 
no suspicion that the world is divided into those 
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one knows and those one does not know, con- 
fides in a stranger as this young girl had done. 

“Do you know Amsterdam?” the painter 
asked. 

“TI know the synagogue and many Jewish 
houses, particularly that .. .” 

She was about to say, “of Diego”, but she 
caught herself in time and said: 

“What rain!” 

“It is holding up a little,” Tezkeiro remarked. 
“Jt will soon end. Which way are you going? ” 

‘“T do not know,” Sarah thoughtfully replied. 
“ But I know where I am bound, and the par- 
ticular street does not matter.” 

Silence followed this remark. ‘Tezkeiro 
could understand nothing. ‘This strange young 
woman. Is she completely sane? he wondered. 
And who was shee 

“‘ Are you staying in Amsterdam? ”’ he asked. 

joNO; ) 1 am. trying to: find the road to the 
Orient.” 

“To the Orient? The Indies? ” 

“No. Smyrna, Salonica, Cairo, or Jerusa- 
lem.” 

Pion are allvaloner,” 

&c Yes. >») 

“But how are you going to find your way 
there? Do you know the road?”’ 
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“No. But I will ask those who do. I will 
ask in the pore.4 iis 

‘Do you want me to help your” 

Sarah did not know what to answer. Had 
she not already said too much? The fact that 
the young man was a Jew reassured her, but 
suddenly she thought that perhaps he was not, 
that perhaps he had been lying to her. But no 
sooner had the suspicion arisen than she be- 
came ashamed of it. Where would she ever 
end if, with her voyage hardly begun, she was 
already full of distrust. No, it was necessary 
to believe and have faith. 

‘““T shall be very grateful if you will,” she 
said. 

The rain had ended. In a neighboring tower 
a clock struck. 

“Three o’clock,” said Tezkeiro. ‘Morning 
is still far off. You must have some sleep. I 
will take you wherever you wish to go, and to- 
morrow, if you will permit me, I shall help you 
to find your road.” 

“ T will go my way,” said Sarah. “ And per- 
haps tomorrow .. 

She paused, undecided: How could she find 
him tomorrow? 

Tezkeiro understood. The girl had no home. 
If he abandoned her she would pass the night 
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in the streets. She would attract attention. No, 
he could not abandon her. 

‘““T do not know your name,” he began, in a 
gentle, solicitous tone of voice. 

“ Sarah.” 

“Sarahe Excellent. Very well, Sarah, you 
have no idea where to go and I will never meet 
you again if we separate like this. You will 
fall into the hands of the night patrol, who will 
take you by force back to the home you ran away 
from.” 

Sarah glanced at the young man, frightened. 
How did he know that she had run away? 

‘You are a brave and reasonable young lady,” 
Tezkeiro continued in the tone of voice one uses 
before children. ‘‘Come with me. You can 
pass the night peacefully in my studio. I ama 
painter. No one will disturb you. Tomorrow 
morning we will see if I can be of use to you. 
But you are shivering. You are cold. You are 
wet through. I beg you to come along with me. 
You will be taken ill.” 

It was true that Sarah was beginning to feel 
ill; a sudden chill spread through her body. 

“Ts it the truth that you are a Jew?” she 
asked. 

“ My name is Emmanuel Tezkeiro and I have 
already told you that I am Jewish. Here, take 
my cape.” 
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He flung it about her. 

‘“‘ Now, come along,” he said. 

He took Sarah’s hand. Quietly and obediently 
she followed him as, many years before in Pol- 
and, she had followed Reb Mendel, the beadle 
of the little synagogue. 

They walked along in silence. ‘Tezkeiro 
feared that if he spoke to her she might change 
her mind. The girl’s compliance excited his 
interest in her even more. The trained eye of 
the painter distinguished the ecstasy of a child 
upon her face. She was doubtless possessed of 
a vision. ‘These Polish Jews are always such 
mystics. Spinoza had remarked upon it, and 
Baruch, who was so wise. What a marvellous 
contrast her face would make painted against the 
background of a prim Dutch landscape. 

Meanwhile Sarah who, under the stranger’s 
cape felt the cold spread in tiny rivers through 
her body, believed that this was simply one of 
the thousand adventures which would beset her 
pilgrimage. Nothing must frighten her; all 
was good, all was predestined, all was for Him! 

They walked on for a long time, for the artist 
lived in a distant quarter of the city. Dawn was 
breaking as they reached a high building with 
many windows. In the sky, washed clear of 
clouds and shining fresh and delicate, the dawn 
of the Orient rose with the color of fire-opals. 
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Climbing the narrow flight of stairs, the artist 
opened a door for Sarah to enter. Through the 
studio window she saw a flaming sun rise above 
the horizon. 

On easels, on chairs, on the floor, leaning 
against walls, everywhere, were canvasses, cov- 
ered or uncovered. Sarah was particularly 
struck by one picture; it was the portrait of an 
old Jewish peddler. The picture quieted her. 

Periere, we).are at. home, Sarah,” ‘said’ the 
artist, gaily. ‘‘You can sleep on the divan and 
as for me, I can do very well up in the garret.” 

The girl smiled with thankfulness, but Tez- 
keiro noticed a feverish brightness in her eyes, 
and an unnatural redness in her cheeks. To all 
questions Sarah replied that she felt well and 
that she only wished to stretch out on the bed. 

He bade her good-night, laughingly corrected 
it to good morning, and climbed up into the gar- 
ret. Sarah lay down and felt a pleasant warmth 
permeating her blood. 

A few hours later, Tezkeiro cast a prudent 
eye over the studio. He saw that the girl was 
not asleep. With her arms outside the covers, 
and with hectic cheeks, she was murmuring dis- 
connectedly. Worried by her appearance he 
took a step nearer. 

Sarah was delirious. 

The doctor who attended Sarah, a gentile and 
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a friend of Tezkeiro, explained her high fever 
not only by her standing for so long a time in 
damp clothes, but also by a violent moral dis- 
turbance through which she had evidently 
passed. | 

The painter, who never left the bedside of the 
invalid, continually tried to pick up the thread 
of her story in the rambling sentences and words 
she uttered. She frequently called for a woman 
named Rachel, complained that the synagogue 
was built too massively, and often imagined she 
was beneath a tent. She spoke of nuns, and ad- 
mired a deer. 

All this, which was very confusing, troubled 
Tezkeiro profoundly. He realized that he was 
confronted by a complex and fantastic person- 
ality, by a passionate disposition. ‘The doctor 
had assured him that a youthful constitution like 
hers would eventually throw off the illness and 
the painter waited impatiently for the crisis 
which would finally restore Sarah to health and 
normal consciousness. 

But meanwhile he had become so strongly at- 
tached to the girl that his feeling toward her 
frightened him. 

At times he would seize his brushes and colors, 
but his work no longer inspired him. Seated 
silently beside Sarah’s bed, watching her face 
burn in the cold frame of her black hair, gazing 
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on her somber and sparkling eyes, observing the 
forms her perfect body assumed, attempting to 
grasp the meaning of her troubled sentences, he 
was enchanted beyond all reason. 

However, a desolate future lay before him, 
Sarah recovered from her illness, would depart, 
leaving him with only the memory of an un- 
known traveller, vanished he knew not whither 
_norwhy. But how could he let her go, so young 
and so defenceless? She would become the vic- 
tim of the first scoundrel she met. He could 
appreciate that danger by remembering with 
what confidence she had given him her hand 
and had followed him along the dark streets. 

Would he marry her? The favorite of many 
beautiful ladies in the gay city, he had never 
dreamed of marriage. And then, what did he 
know about the girle ‘As little as she knew 
of him. 

Tezkeiro wished to behave decently toward 
her. He tried to repress the physical longing 
she excited in him; the naive and touching con- 
fidence the girl displayed supported him in his 
attempt to regard her with nothing more than 
fraternal compassion. Nevertheless he fused the 
image of the recovered Sarah into the amorous 
idylls of his dreams. His healthy and youthful 
sensuality, quickened by his carefree life, swept 
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everything aside. This weakness distressed him, 
but not without a secret pleasure. 

One day Tezkeiro found Sarah sleeping 
quietly. Her cheeks had lost their feverish color 
and she breathed easily. ‘The crisis had passed. 

Seated beside her bed, the young man watched 
for her awakening with impatience and deep 
emotion. 

When Sarah opened her eyes she recognized 
neither Tezkeiro nor the room. Her eyes wan- 
dered from one object to another, terrified. Sud- 
denly they rested on the portrait of the old Jew- 
ish peddler, and at once she remembered her 
arrival at the studio and a slight blush suffused 
her cheeks. With an instinctive gesture, her 
emaciated hand drew the cover over her breast. 
Then she smiled at the painter who had risen 
with an expression of welcoming joy. 

‘You are in my studio, Sarah,” said he. “* You 
have been sick, very sick indeed, but, thanks to 
God, you have recovered. Soon you will be up 
on your feet, strong and healthy again. Do you 
remember coming here? ” 

Sarah smiled at him. 

“Yes. Thank you,’ she murmured, and cov- 
ering her face with her hands she wept quietly. 

Tezkeiro leaned over her, and seizing one of 
her hands, he kissed it. 

‘Darling, you must not cry. AI! will go well. 
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I will call the woman who attended you while 
you were sick. She will make you more com- 
fortable. But please do not cry.” 

The girl recovered her strength slowly. A 
great weakness and deep apathy followed the 
crisis which had saved her life. She thought of 
nothing, felt nothing. She greeted Tezkeiro 
with a smile of mournful recognition and as the 
doctor had ordered absolute quietness, the artist 
remained near her for only short periods at a 
time. 

The first renewal of her strength rose in the 
form of a joyful recognition of her own exist- 
ence. Never had she experienced so acutely the 
simple and direct sweetness of living. She felt 
the happiness of breathing, the intoxication of 
her cool body, the delight arising from the touch 
of her soft, heavy hair against her shoulders and 
breast. She was filled with the ruddy gaiety of 
the sun, and became unable to draw her eyes 
away from Tezkeiro’s paintings of flowers and 
fruit, of precious cloths and naked bodies. 

For the first time in her life she considered 
her youth and her beauty as possessions belong- 
ing only to her, distinct from her dreams and her 
career. A great mirror hanging opposite her 
bed reflected her face which she had only known 
imperfectly. She studied it happily. She ad- 
mired her naked arms, the sharp and delicate 
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line of her shoulders and neck, the soft lustre of 
her dark flesh, and the golden, almost imper- 
ceptible down which covered her body. 

A new vitality strengthening her body did 
not, however, awake her moral energy. Sarah 
abandoned herself wholly to a sweet and happy 
languor. She wished to dream of nothing, to 
remember nothing. —The morrow meant as little 
to her as yesterday. The autumn sun and the 
pure light which flooded the studio through the 
vast windows were sufficient to color the drag- 
ging hours in which she yielded to a thoughtless 
and dreamless rest, to her youthfulness of which 
she had at last become conscious. 

Tezkeiro, who now lingered for long hours 
beside her, tried to distract her mind by stories. 
Sarah heard him vaguely. The musical and 
gentle sound of his voice interested her much 
more than his words, for in his voice she recog- 
nized that youth and voluptuousness she so much 
longed for. 

In the curve of his high forehead, in his silken 
curls, in the brightness of his chestnut-brown 
eyes, in the arrogant profile of his face, Sarah 
found the same joy which the sun and colors 
gave her. Tezkeiro came to her as a radiance 
which caressed her delicious languor. It seemed 
as if she lay in a golden cradle while above her 
throbbed the happy rhythm of the universe. An 
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immense feeling of self-love submerged her en- 
tire being, like a cool freshet of spring. 

She often remembered that terrible night; 
the rain, the porch, the sound of the harpsichord, 
and Tezkeiro’s cape. Without him she would 
have collapsed in the street alone and the night- 
patrol would have arrested her. She owed her 
safety, her very life to him. 

During one of these moments of recollection 
Sarah suddenly grasped Tezkeiro’s hand and 
raised it to her lips. Though this kiss was ap- 
parently the gesture of a child, it was at the 
same time ardent, feminine, sharp, and Tez- 
keiro was deeply stirred by it. Giddiness over- 
came him. He realized how well-founded had 
been his misgivings that at the first contact with 
her flesh his resolutions would melt like shadows. 
He understood that he must master himself at 
once. He slowly freed his hand, laid the girl’s 
head back on the pillow, and barely touching it 
with his lips, he kissed her hair. 

“Do not disquiet yourself,’ he murmured in 
2 voice of infinite gentleness. “ Do not disquiet 
yourself, sweetheart.” 

He had used the familiar term of endearment 
for the first time, but neither of them expe- 
rienced any embarrassment at its use. They were 
so close to each other! Of what consequence to 
them was that thing people of thin and cold 
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blood called ‘‘ Reason” P Reason had been in- 
vented by merchants and money changers. In 
the joyous carnival of life he had met Sarah. It 
was his fate. And now he was warning the girl 
against excitement. Hel! Confronted by the 
happy excitement of blood, by the gay tempest 
of life, by the marvellous wine of youth, he, the 
artist Tezkeiro, talked the nonsense of a Protes- 
tant preacher. 

Emotion stifled him. He felt the need of 
space, of movement, and he dashed forth into 
the street. He walked rapidly, striding along 
with no other purpose than to flee the studio 
where Sarah lay, Sarah, the living palette, the 
harmony of color and perfume, Sarah who had 
kissed his hand. 

Drunk with passion he strode onward, farther 
and farther from the studio, as he believed, when 
suddenly he recognized his own doorway. As- 
tonished, as if it were a dream, he flung the 
street door open and hastened up the stairs. 

He silently opened the door. The oblique 
rays of the sun were falling on Sarah’s couch. 
With arms extended above her head, and with 
closed eyes, she radiated all the happiness of re- 
turned health. A smile lingered on her full, 
moist lips. And this smile, passing from her 
mouth, hovered over her firm and slender neck, 
over her naked breasts. 
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Sarah’s bosom rose and fell regularly and it 
seemed to Tezkeiro that he could see all the 
breathing cells of her body drink the sun and 
secrete its secret perfume. 

He gently approached the girl. After stand- 
ing a few moments fascinated, he suddenly 
dropped to his knees beside the low divan on 
_which she lay, and pressed his head against her 
legs. 

Recognizing Tezkeiro, who distractedly mur- 
mured her name, Sarah trembled. Like light- 
ning this vehement caress, these stammered 
words, fell upon her. A wave of joys unknown 
engulfed her, spread through her body, sub- 
merged her body in troubled twilight. Con- 
vulsively she stretched forth her hands toward 
his curls and grasped them. He raised his head 
and saw her burning face, her flaming eyes, her 
half-open mouth. She clasped her naked arms 
passionately around his neck. 

Her sensual dream lasted for two weeks. In 
spite of the terrible bitterness of the pleasure 
which wafted the girl like a light bark along 
the over-flowing waters of a river, it still re- 
mained adream. A dream:—for the hours and 
days, having no relation with her past life, 
_ seemed as if they were apart from her. Scat- 
tered memories flashed before her mind, but they 
moved like pallid shadows, listless and foreign. 
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But again she would plunge into the happy 
depths of her passionate longings. 

Tezkeiro was astonished by this inexplicable 
transformation. This young Jewess, who 
seemed so like a child, had revealed herself to 
him as a mature Bacchante who one would say 
had stepped down from a painting by Rubens. 
Her boldness overwhelmed him. Never a word 
of remorse, never the shadow of a regret. She 
had become drunk with love, proudly, auda- 
ciously—more audaciously than he himself, the 
favorite of the carnivals. 

It made him happy, for he did not like 
women’s tears; he had dreaded the tender re- 
proaches of Sarah. Joyous and radiant as a 
clear golden twilight, the hours flowed by under 
the splendid autumn sun. 

It was a dream, silent and beautiful. 

But Sarah was brutally torn from it one morn- 
ing, when through the drawn window curtains 
gently filtered the fresh glory of dawn. 

In her sleep Sarah had felt ill at ease, con- 
fined. She opened her eyes and distinguished 
Tezkeiro beside her. With his mouth slightly 
opened, breathing regularly, his arm flung be- 
hind him, he was sleeping profoundly. Without 
understanding why, Sarah was frightened. 

She leaned over the young man and saw that 
a hardly perceptible smile played on his lips. A 
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happy dream was doubtless visiting him. If at 
that moment he had awakened, Sarah, laughing, 
would have clasped him against her, as she had 
done so many times before. 

But Tezkeiro slept on. Pushing Sarah aside, 
he turned his face to the wall and continued his 
sleep. 

_ Suddenly terror seized the girl: she had a 
stranger near her! A stranger, a stranger! She 
leaped up. 

Still Tezkeiro did not awake. Instinctively 
his body moved toward the edge of the couch 
and his sleep became even calmer and sweeter. 

A stranger! A stranger! And she—naked, 
in this room with him! 

A feeling of irreparable sin, of endless shame, 
crushed her. She collapsed in an armchair, her 
hands lifeless. Her desolate eyes could not tear 
themselves away from the divan where, with his 
back turned toward her, the painter slept. 

At each second her terror rose, flooding her 
with despair. She was soiled, defiled. And her 
dreams—her pure and living, her sweet and 
sacred dreams! She herself had stained them 
and now they lay broken on this lewd couch. 
Her dreams! But how could she dare touch 
them with her impure mind. No, no. Her pil- 
grimage had ended. Sarah was dead. No 
longer was she a maid, a sister, the betrothed. 
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Only a young and voluptuous sinner remained. 
Only the insolent nakedness of her shoulders, 
the detestable splendor of her body, were left 
her. 

Clean, ardent images from the past hurried on 
before her. Her mother, her sister, the nuns, the 
Rabbis, Rachel, Diego, Joseph Khelebi, and the 
chaste and confused vision of Sabbatai Zevy, the 
divine Deer. ‘These phantoms, vengeful and 
tormenting, surrounded her. Now they struck 
at her. So much the better. Her wound must 
burn her ceaselessly. Only martyrdom would 
heal her. She must drink deep of shame; she 
must rend herself with unchastity. 

Purity in her would be a sacrilege. She 
must not dare to think of it or to desire it. She 
must cast her dishonored body to the dogs; she 
must throw it before them like carrion. 

She was cold. With a face like stone, she 
rose. A dazzling sun flung its rays of bright- 
ness within the room. The painter slept on. 
Sarah gathered her clothes, strewn here and 
there, and dressed slowly. Her movements were 
precise and determined. Once dressed, she 
found her purse and, without casting another 
look toward Tezkeiro, she went out the door. 

In the street she walked straight before her, 
without reflecting upon her road. She was cer- 
tain of one thing alone; she must keep far from 
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Diego’s house. She remembered her letter to 
Rachel: 

“It is not the temptation of transient pleasures 
nor the allurement of worldly goods this Sarah 
whom you have covered with blessings follows. 
She has gone toward the voice of God, in the 
footsteps of his Appointed.” 

A shudder passed through her body. She 
must flee Amsterdam. Her chosen road be- 
longed to the past, for now she was no more 
than a lost woman, indifferent to death. 


‘IIl. 


Sabbatai Zevy had departed from Smyrna in 
order to avoid a quarrel with his old teacher, 
Eliezer. He knew that a long and fierce strug- 
gle awaited him everywhere, and he preferred 
to conduct it in a foreign city, against Rabbis to 
whom he owed nothing. 

Pinheiro and) Primo followed him without 
protest, ever since that memorable day in the 
synagogue when Sabbatai, yielding up his role 
as friend, had become the inaccessible Lord of 
their thoughts and emotions. Primo, without 
even returning home before he left, had aban- 
doned his wife and two small children in utter 
misery. 

Khaim joined them. 

They journeyed to Salonica. ‘A young Rabbi 
received Sabbatai reverently. There, in a circle 
of his closest disciples, Sabbatai no longer con- 
cealed his secret hope. Permitting their refer- 
ences to him as the Messiah, he sometimes spoke 
himself of the destined time when he would ap- 
pear before all the people as God’s Elected. 

The Rabbis of Salonica soon learned of the 
presence of this refugee from Smyrna whom 
Rabbi Eliezer had cursed. His popularity 
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among the youth of the city disquieted them 
and they commanded Sabbatai’s host to drive 
this blasphemous pretender away. 

But far from obeying this order, the young 
Rabbi received Sabbatai with even greater re- 
spect and opened the doors of his house to all 
those who were eager to see the Elected One of 
God. Then in a synagogue Pinheiro delivered 
a vehement speech against the Rabbis whom he 
called “ blind men without a soul.” 

Their rage was bitter. They announced in all 
the temples that those who openly or in secret at- 
tempted to penetrate the supreme mystery, meas- 
ure time, or tried to determine dates, would be 
excommunicated. ‘Tendencial interpretations of 
texts were forbidden, and the Zohar itself was 
declared dangerous for weak minds. They ad- 
vised the civil authorities of Salonica that a 
sower of dissension was in the city. 

Sabbatai and his friends, whose number in- 
creased each day, left for Jerusalem. Among 
his new disciples there were rich merchants who 
gave a considerable part of their fortunes to Pin- 
heiro, in behalf of the Messiah. 

In the city of David, inspiration descended 
upon Sabbatai. He spoke in the synagogues, 
conquering the people’s hearts by the invincible 
power of his metaphors. Although he spoke of 
his mission only in terms of veiled allusion, his 
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words troubled his hearers with a strange feel- 
ing of mystery. : 

He said that the Day of Judgment was near. 
The Lord with his hammer of fire would crush 
the earth like a rotten nut; the sun would melt 
like a sphere of lead. Rivers would flow in 
flames; mountains would embrace one another; 
madness would seize upon men; beasts would 
be taken with fury. The troops of heavenly stars 
would melt into trackless chaos; the limits of 
time would disappear, and space would be an- 
nihilated. Eternal night and vast destruction 
would descend upon the earth. Only the Sacred 
Name, the Mystery of Mysteries, the Light of 
Light, would rest untouched. They would 
tower above chaos. Then those souls who had 
been tried by fire and darkness would cry from 
the depths, asking for a new life. And the Cre- 
ator would take pity upon his creatures and 
would command chaos to take shape again. A 
new sky, a new earth and new men would come 
into being. The planets and the fixed stars, men. 
and beasts, would breathe with the same breath. 
Happiness, like a pure wave, would flood the 
earth, and there would be no more death. The 
mercy of God would shine above the world like 
a rainbow and thereafter Time would be endless 
and Space without limits. The universe would 
be filled with joy. And man would at last under- 
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stand that God had created him in His own 
image. 

The sermons of Sabbatai made a deep im- 
pression in Jerusalem, even on the Rabbis them- 
selves. ‘They well knew the attitude of their 
colleagues in Smyrna and Salonica toward Sab- 
batai and also feared the rising popularity of 
this blasphemous pretender, for they, too, cher- 
ished another idea of the Messiah. However, 
trembling mysteriously before this man, they 
did not dare attack him. His words breathing 
a mystic terror into their souls, they preferred 
to keep themselves at a distance, meanwhile 
hoping that God would relieve them of doubt. 

Pilgrims from various cities of Asia soon be- 
gan to arrive at Jerusalem, attracted there by 
the echoes of Sabbatai’s sermons and the Mes- 
sianic hopes of his followers. ‘The community of 
Venetian Jews secretly dispatched an observer 
to Jerusalem to keep them in touch with devel- 
opments. 

The pilgrims were won over by the faith of 
these simple men of Jerusalem. Weeping at 
the discourses of Sabbatai, they informed those 
who had sent them that in truth birds of fire 
soared over the Holy City. 

From Italy the report penetrated into Western 
Europe. Merchants of Hamburg, Amsterdam 
and Copenhagen requested their agents in the 
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Levant to send them information concerning the 
words and acts of this extraordinary man. 

In Smyrna the young and enthusiastic parti- 
sans of Sabbatai, who had held their silence for 
a while, now raised their heads without meeting 
opposition. In the camp of his adversaries a 
despondency bordering upon panic reigned. 
The young Rabbi of Salonica, quitting his native 
city, brought news to Jerusalem that those Rab- 
bis who had delivered their curse upon Sabbatai 
had lost all influence. 

From every side Sabbatai received gifts of pre- 
cious stones and gold. The group of his orig- 
inal followers was drowned in the legion of ec- 
static zealots who preached the glory of Sab- 
batai and openly hailed him as the Messiah. 
Pinheiro and Primo had lost all control over the 
movement and each morning saw the popular 
flood rise higher and higher, flinging itself 
against the walls behind which Sabbatai en- 
closed himself. They all deemed it time for him 
to announce himself as the Messiah and to carry 
the news to all people. 

They were possessed by the fanatical certitude 
that all promises would then be immediately ful- 
filled. The spirit of God lay upon Sabbatai and 
the glory of Israel would be raised to life again. 
He alone could bring that time nearer. He 
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alone and with his own hands could place the 
crown of the Messiah upon his head. 

Now Sabbatai manifestly avoided an open 
declaration of his mission. When his pupils 
spoke of it, he smiled with gentle mystery, but 
became incensed when Pinheiro, Primo or 
Khaim tried to wring from his lips those words 
they so much desired. ; 

One day Pinheiro, after a long prayer in soli- 
tude, spoke to Sabbatai of the impatience of the 
people of Jerusalem. 

“They are holding their breath!” he cried. 
“‘ Suspense torments them, this crucified people. 
O Sabbatai, has not the time comer ” 

For once Sabbatai heard Pinheiro without 
anger, but, filled with an infinite sadness, he did 
not reply. He dreamed of that decisive day in 
his life, the only one which seemed dark along 
the clear path before him, that day when he 
would appear before the Sultan. 

For Sabbatai had resolved that this act would 
mark the first step in the Messianic era. Even 
as Moses had presented himself before the Pha- 
raoh of Egypt, he would present himself before 
the Pharaoh of Turkey and! proclaim himself 
the King of Kings. In the presence of the most 
powerful of terrestrial monarchs he would ac- 
complish miracles and would plunge all those 
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who had never recognized the God of Israel 
into terror. . 

Nevertheless the thought of this scene in the 
palace of the Sultan filled him each time with 
strange and inexplicable fear. Doubt gnawed 
at his heart; would he keep intact the clarity of 
his soul, the courage of his will? Would he not 
tremble before the worldly grandeur of the 
Pharaohe No, it could not be! Moses had not 
trembled. But whence sprang this shameful 
doubt? Was it not that he had still to climb the 
supreme steps of his initiation? | 

“TI listen for the call,; Pinheiro,” saidiahe 
“And the call does not come. My soul is trou- 
bled.” 

Pinheiro considered Sabbatai with a fear 
verging on despair. The young man soothed 
him with a gesture and continued sadly: 

‘“‘T have faith, but that is not enough. Faith 
suffices for prayer, but in the ultimate struggle 
IT must have more than faith. I must understand. 
I must hear the voice.” 

“God is silent,” said Pinheiro, dismayed by 
this sudden revelation. 

‘ He is silent to all except His Elected,” Sab- 
batai answered. 

Pinheiro sprang to his feet and began speak- 
ing with that fire which had flamed within him 
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when, in the little synagogue of Smyrna, he was 
still Sabbatai’s comrade. 

“Tn my soul, in the souls of all your disciples, 
and in all your hearers, the voice of God is not 
silent for an instant. ‘Sabbatai Zevy is My 
Elected,’ itcries. For years it has not been silent. 
From the moment when at Smyrna you, without 
willing it, revealed yourself; when in a loud 
voice you pronounced the Name: you then 
proved yourself to be the Elected One. For who 
else would have dared utter it without being 
crushed by God’s anger? Has the fury of those 
Rabbis who drove you from Smyrna and Sa- 
lonica broken your will?” 

A wounded smile lingered on Sabbatai’s lips. 

“The wrath of the Rabbis! ‘Those slaves of 
their own wisdom! No, it does not trouble me.” 

He was silent again. Pinheiro strode up and 
down the room. The lack of faith displayed by 
Sabbatai, by even the Messiah, shook his entire 
being. 

‘“‘ T know that God keeps silent,” Sabbatai con- 
tinued more passionately. “I know it. But He 
speaks in signs. ‘To Moses He appeared in the 
burning bush; to Eli, in the sweet breath of the 
wind; but to me He has appeared neither vis- 
ibly nor in sound. I am deaf and I am blind, 
and endless desolation overwhelms my soul.” 

Pinheiro attempted to answer, but Sabbatai, 
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lost in deep meditation, no longer heard him. 
Suddenly his pale cheeks filled with color, his 
eyes sparkled like emeralds shot with fire, and 
full of a jubilant and irreducible faith, he cried: 

“Alone I can bring together the scattered 
soul of the world. ‘To my eyes alone has been 
vouchsafed the gift of penetrating the mysterious 
depths of creation. I only can deliver to Jerusa- 
lem her polluted crown. I alone among all 
Israel, I alone among all Israel, I alone! But 
the hand of God, Pinheiro, the hand of God! I 
must have a sign. Until that time I will remain 
silent as the sterile night.” 

Pinheiro reported this conversation to Sam- 
uel Primo. ‘Their Master’s indecision disheart- 
ened them. But while the ardent Pinheiro con- 
soled himself with prayer and hope that Sab- 
batai would hear the Voice because he awaited 
it, Primo the formalist was appalled by the issue. 

He considered that God had already fulfilled 
His promise by kindling in his people a desire 
for liberation, by placing in Sabbatai’s soul the 
realization of his mission, and by vouchsafing 
him the divine gift of speech, the voice of an 
angel, and the perfume of heaven. 

‘Free will has been given to man,” Primo ar- 
gued. “ He is free to choose the path of evil or 
the path of righteousness. God reveals the way, 
but does not drive man along it. In the desert 
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Moses saw a bush that burned without con- 
suming itself. He understood the secret sign and 
followed the voice of the fire. But if he had not 
understood? Would the bush burn on cease- 
lessly? It would have been quenched with the 
life of Moses and the people would have re- 
mained in Egypt, still slaves of the Pharaohs. 
Sabbatai understands neither signs nor voices. 
Even the waves of the sea, have they not called 
him the Messiah, the MessiahP Khaim has 
spoken the truth: the vine will wither without 
yielding fruit. Eternal night will cover Israel 
and the disgrace of it will be without end.” 

Sabbatai, meanwhile, troubled by the impa- 
tience of his friends, resolved to withdraw in- 
to Egypt. It was not the wrath of the Rabbis 
which he fled this time, but the restless impa- 
tience of his people. He imagined vaguely that 
in Egypt, the land of the miracles of Moses, the 
sign would appear to him, for without it he did 
not dare to load his shoulders with the heaviest 
burden of the world. 

Pinheiro accepted Sabbatai’s resolution with 
melancholy confidence. But Primo, on the 
other hand, was perfecting a plan which was as 
audacious as it was terrible. 

In Cairo a sultry day was drawing to a close. 
A huge, red sun, setting behind the yellow desert, 
bathed the pyramids in ruddy gold. A mist of 
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glowing purple covered the city and its out- 
skirts, and under this tent of fire all creation 
seemed to cower in silence. 

Within the palace of Joseph Khelebi the cool 
breath of evening swept along the marble ter- 
race. Ona low divan, dressed in a robe of many 
colors, Khelebi held the mouthpiece of a hookah 
between his fingers. Ona bench facing him sat 
Primo. 

‘““T am not learned,” Khelebi was saying, “ but 
I revere the Kabala and the Kabalists. My 
house is open to all those who hold in their hands 
the pilgrim’s staff, for prayer and meditation. 
When I hear the thanks of fifty wise men who 
have satisfied their hunger at my table, my heart 
beats with serene happiness. I think: Such is 
your destiny, Khelebi. Though you cannot speak 
with the wisdom of the Torah, your soul speaks 
and prays through their mouths. 

‘But since the time Sabbatai has dwelled in 
my house, my happiness has been boundless. My 
thoughts are as buoyant as dreams, and I have 
wings. The contemplation of his face fills me 
with a felicity I can neither describe nor under- 
stand. What perfume streams from his body; 
how pregnant with sweet mystery are his 
words! ” | 

Khelebi’s ingenuous face glowed with over- 
whelming bliss. One might have said that he 
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no longer needed his wealth to enjoy life, that 
he understood the vanity of all the blessings 
it could procure him. 

“Tt is written in the Talmud,” said Samuel 
Primo, “‘ Look not upon the vase, but what it 
contains.’ Look upon Sabbatai Zevy and you 
will understand what is in store for him.” 

For many days a question had troubled Khe- 
lebi. He decided to ask it. 

“Tt is perhaps a sin, but I must ask you a 
question, Samuel. Sabbatai frequently sings a 
song. J heard it quite by chance and its ex- 
tremely commonplace words struck me. I can- 
not believe that Sabbatai sings of an earthly 
princess rising from her bath to wash her hair. 
How must I interpret it?” 

Primo smiled drily. 

“Your soul is timid, Saraf-Pasha,” said he. 
“You have felt the truth without daring to study 
it closer. You are right. The song of Sabbatai 
has various meanings and is as mysterious as his 
own destiny. You are worthy of hearing the 
truth. 

Khelebi listened with fearful joy as Primo 
continued his discourse. 

“ Melisselda, the King’s daughter, is the Jew- 
ish people, Khelebi. On the day of its liberation 
all the sins with which it is laden will be for- 
given and all the blood with which it is stained 
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will be washed away. Such is the Princess of 
whom Sabbatai sings.” 

With wide open eyes and quivering with emo- 
tion, Khelebi murmured: 

‘ Tei is beautiful.” | 

“ But that is not all,” Primo continued. “ Re- 
cently in your dwelling Sabbatai prayed and 
wept when he heard a voice. And this voice de- 
clared to him that a beautiful woman, with the 
brand of shame upon her forehead, would ap- 
pear before him and hail him as the Messiah. 
That day will hold the seed of all miracles.” 

“Did you say, Samuel, ‘with the brand of 
shame upon her forehead’ P” 

Khelebi, astonished, was unable to conceal his 
uneasiness. 

“With the brand of shame upon her fore- 
head? ” he repeated. 

“Has not the Lord,” Primo exclaimed im- 
patiently, “‘ commanded the prophet to take a sin- 
ner to wife? Or are you unaware of that?” 

‘“‘T remember it vaguely. It was taught me. 
It is written in our sacred books, is it not? ” 

“Yes,” Primo answered, lapsing suddenly 
into meditation. 

The thought that Sabbatai hesitated always 
cast him into dejection. Meanwhile Jerusalem 
was crowded both with pilgrims who awaited 
his appearance and with enemies who had re- 
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turned to the struggle against him with renewed 
energy. 

Jacob Sasportas of Hamburg had dispatched 
vehement letters of warning and indignation to 
all the communities of Israel. His influence 
was extensive. In Constantinople Rabbi Nehe- 
miah, armed with all his fame, his wisdom, and 
_his intellect, had shaken many a man’s faith in 
Sabbatai. Inaction was fatal. The vine would 
wither without bearing fruit. 

For some little time the colors in the west 
had faded. Darkness descended upon the pyra- 
mids; the palm trees loomed black. 

A thought suddenly made Khelebi shudder. 

“Primo,” he said, “a year ago while I was in 
Amsterdam I happened to visit the home of 
Diego of Lisbon. A girl from Poland lived 
there, whose name was Sarah. She was very 
beautiful, and an orphan. Her family had been 
massacred in the Ukraine by the Cossacks, when 
she was quite young. Christians had carried her 
off and hidden her in a convent. But God had 
willed that she be taken from the hands of infi- 
dels. At the call of her father from the great 
beyond, she had fled. It was the evening of the 
oth of Ab. Appearing before the Rabbi, she 
had proclaimed herself as the Betrothed of the 
Messiah. You hear, Primo, the Betrothed of 
the Messiah! Later, it is true, she remained 
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silent. But this is what is so suprising about her 
story: on the very evening in which I related the 
history of Sabbatai in her presence, she disap- 
peared from Diego’s home. May God forgive 
me my little faith in those days! She fled leaving 
a strange letter behind her. She fled one Sab- 
bathevening. Isnotthat miraculous? But... 
she did not bear upon her forehead the brand of 
shame, Samuel, Nok cyan 

Primo had listened with deep interest to this 
story. He was about to speak when Sabbatai 
Zevy quietly appeared on the terrace. 

“ Khelebi,” said he, smiling, ‘‘ the idea haunts 
me that you are sated with our presence in your 
house.” 

‘‘ Beloved master,” exclaimed Khelebi warm- 
ly, “ I beg you not to speak in this manner. God 
will punish me for anything I have done to rouse 
such thoughts in you. Oh, that you could live 
eternally in my home!” 

“ Eternally!” Sabbatai thoughtfully replied. 
*€ Indeed, Khelebi, why should I have been born? 
Do you know Jerusalem? Only there does the 
word ‘eternal’ ring true. Jerusalem and Eter- 
nity! ‘Twin sisters in the bosom of God. The 
city is as a seal upon my heart.” 

“Tt is not what I wished to say, Master,” 
‘Khelebi corrected. -‘‘ I desired that you remain 
in my home a long time.” 
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Primo could no longer restrain himself. 

“* Saraf-Pasha,” hecried. ‘‘ You think of your 
house and forget the house of Israel. Too many 
days already have we passed in Cairo.” 

“Samuel, your impatience makes you com- 
plain too often,” said Sabbatai with a smile. 

“Yes, Master. The people await you in Jeru- 
salem.” 

Sabbatai lapsed into melancholy silence. 
Then, after a few minutes, as if answering the 
words of Primo, he said dreamily: 

“No, Khelebi. We will still remain in your 
house.” 

Khelebi smiled joyfully and his teeth glistened 
strangely in the moonlight. 

Meanwhile Primo thought: 

“This evening I will write to Abraham I[ak- 
hini.” 

Abraham Jakhini was famous in Salonica as 
a skilful writer upon parchment. ‘The scrolls 
of the Torah inscribed by his deft fingers were 
highly esteemed for their perfect artistry. But 
as he was not considered sufficiently devout to 
copy the sacred books, only lovers of beauty in- 
trusted him with work. 

Takhini had acquired the reputation of being a 
free-thinker because, not being content to make 
copies only of the Torah, he practised a much 
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more lucrative trade as a dealer in Arab, Jewish, 
Hebraic and Mohammedan antique manuscripts. 
Thus mingling the sacred with the profane, the 
Hebrew with the Mohammedan, he had gained 
a dubious reputation. 

Iakhini secretly repaired old manuscripts with 
so perfect an art that the most acute collectors 
were unable to distinguish originals from their 
copies. Among his clients he numbered the 
learned travellers of England and Holland. 
And though he held a high opinion of their 
thirst for knowledge, he held an even higher one 
of their gold. 

As Joseph Khelebi was to leave the next day 
for Holland and would pass through Salonica 
on his way, Samuel Primo gave into his charge 
a sealed letter to Abraham Iakhini. In this let- 
ter he asked the copyist to hasten to Cairo imme- 
diately with his parchment and his pens, for he 
knew that Jakhini worked only with his own 
implements. 


Livi 


One evening on the road from Jerusalem to 
Cairo near the gates of Gaza, a young man 
named Nathan joined the followers of Sabbatat. 
He was bare-footed and clothed in rags; he had 
long black hair, and a heavy and bushy beard cov- 
ered his chest. He had followed the disciples of 
Sabbatai without their invitation and without 
being driven off. He engaged in no conversa- 
tion, did not approach Sabbatai, and kept him- 
self in the rear of the caravan. Not far from 
Cairo he suddenly ran toward Sabbatai to speak 
to him, but upon coming up before him, he had 
trembled with terror and had rushed away. 

Returning to Gaza, he had preached in the 
market place, in the synagogues, and from the 
roof tops. He attracted the attention of pass- 
ers-by because of his ecstatic gestures, his rap- 
turous cries, and the fanatic gleam of his sharp 
eyes. 

“To me, Nathan of Gaza,” he would cry, 
‘‘ prophet of the Lord my God, a vision has been 
vouchsafed. I say to you: You will see Him, 
resplendent in glory and in power. The mighty 
will bow down to the dust before Him, the weak 
will be filled with exultation. For He is the 
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Messiah of justice. Like a bridegroom He will 
rise before Jerusalem upon a lion of fire, and in 
the jaws of the lion will burn the seven-headed 
dragon.” 

Nathan gathered a group of young fanatics 
around him and accompanied by them he visited 
near and distant cities, preaching the dominion 
of Sabbatai Zevy as the Messiah who had ap- 
peared to him. The lion of fire with the seven- 
headed dragon burning within its jaws, a symbol 
no one understood, inflamed the imaginations of 
his auditors, provoked an inexplicable enthusi- 
asm and terror among them. 

Crowds followed Nathan. Not limiting him- 
self to speeches, he sent into all the communities 
of Israel scattered over the earth a proclamation 
in which he wrote that he, Nathan of Gaza, like 
the old prophet Ezekiel, had seen the All-Pow- 
erful and terrible God Sabbaoth in his chariot 
of fire, borne by the Cherubim. Around the 
chariot, like the waves of the sea, whirred the 
Seraphim. And from this chariot a voice burst 
forth, saying: “ Your Liberator has come. His 
name is Sabbatai Zevy. He will wrest the crown 
from the Sultan and kings will be his slaves.” 

The messages of Nathan of Gaza, being read 
in the synagogues, were greeted with tremendous 
enthusiasm, particularly since the annunciation 
of the impassioned Prophet had been confirmed 
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by the commercial agents whom the Jewish 
traders had dispatched into the Levant. 

To all questions they had briefly replied: 

“¢ He, and none other.” 

In Samaria, Adrianople, Salonica, Constanti- 
nople, Lvof, Cracow, prophets and prophetesses 
arose, crying: 

““He is of the race of David. The sceptre 
and the kingdom have been given to Him.” 

In the mosques of the East sinister mutterings 
were heard and the Exchanges of Amsterdam, 
Hamburg and Frankfort saw business come to 
a halt. There were no buyers. The more im- 
patient sold out their firms for nothing and re- 
mained idle, waiting for the sound of the holy 
trumpet. In the small communities of Germany, 
devout women prepared food that would keep 
over a great length of time and sent it in sealed 
barrels to their families in Altona and Hamburg 
to store for them against the long pilgrimage to 
the Holy Land. 

In the straggling villages of Poland the Jews 
alternated their feasts and their rejoicing with 
the ecstasy of flagellation, purifying their bodies 
and preparing their souls for the great festival 
of universal holiness. 

The adversaries of Sabbatai remained silent. 
A few doubted their own convictions. Rabbi 
Eliezer of Smyrna, who had formerly cursed 
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Sabbatai, imposed a vow of silence upon him- 
self. 

In vain thundered the voices of Sasportas 
of Hamburg, of Nehemiah of Constantinople, 
whom the cautious Primo feared. No one lis- 
tened to them. 

At Hamburg one evening a number of young 
Jews gathered near the home of Sasportas and, 
to the sound of flutes and drums, sang: 

“The right hand of the Lord is exalted; the 
right hand of the Lord doeth valiantly.” 

This psalm, becoming the war-cry of Sab- 
batai’s followers, rose over all the surface of the 
earth, from the Persian Gulf to the banks of the 
‘Vistula and the Dnieper. 

Pilgrims hastened toward the Holy Land. 
Burning with faith and impatience, they trav- 
elled along the roads of Asia, Europe and Africa. 
One saw them in gondolas near the Piazza of 
Saint Mark, on the narrow Alpine trails, on the 
snowy roads of Poland. In the oases of African 
deserts they prepared their supper beneath 
palms. 

The old faith of the Jewish people had started 
into life and it was spreading like a storm. Ex- 
iled hearts beat once again with pride. The an- 
noyance of their enemies appeared laughable, 
and pitiful now seemed the force of world 
powers. For in the holy city of David a quench- 
less star was burning. 


V. 


Sarah left Amsterdam and wandered across 
country. Although the sun had risen high in 
the sky, the mists of morning had not completely 
dissolved. The leaves of stunted trees, scattered 
across the plain, were shimmering with the lustre 
of copper and wine. The eager air was invigor- 
ating; the magnificent autumn morning silvered 
the horizon. But the beauty of the road did not 
delight Sarah. A bitter feeling of emptiness 
and solitude blinded her eyes. Hopelessly she 
meditated upon her aimless road. 

She was cursed and driven forth by God, like 
Cain. She was doomed for the remainder of her 
life to vagabondage, to shame and humiliation. 
It was God’s chastisement. And even on the 
great day when the call of the holy trumpet 
sounded, when the joyous torrent of pilgrims of 
liberty streamed along all the ways of the world, 
she only, rejected and dishonored, must stand 
to one side of the road. 

Sarah walked straight on, determined to move 
onward until she was completely exhausted. She 
did not know where she would satisfy her hun- 
ger, or where she would find a shelter for the 
night. She thought of all possible dangers with- 
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out fear, and even with a morbid curiosity. Her 
vehement nature longed to suffer. 

It was noon when she saw a group of Jews at 
one side of the road seated on the grass near a 
wagon. A famished horse, hitched to a tree, 
pawed at the ground, tearing up the shrivelled 
yellow weeds by their roots. A pale and miser- 
able fire smoldered almost imperceptibly under 
a wretched pot. Some women were preparing 
the meal. 

The men were conversing, with large gestures. 
Observing Sarah passing near them, they held 
their tongues. Her shabby and disordered 
clothes ill became the astonishing beauty of her 
face. In her carriage they instinctively felt 
something which was derived from wealth, 
pride or independence. 

“Is she a beggar or not?” a Jew asked, turn- 
ing tothe mannear him. “ She’s a queer looking 
woman.” 

Then he shouted: 

‘Hi, do you know where you’re going? +That 
will lead you nowhere, or somewhere else.” 

He began to laugh. Sarah hesitated. The 
others seemed amused at her confusion, while the 
women stared at her unpleasantly. 

“Tell us now, where are you going,” contin- 
ued the man who had laughed. ‘‘ Come over 
and join us. It’s time for you to take a rest. 
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We'll give you something to eat. Hungry, aren’t 
your” 

He glanced toward his companions, and ob- 
serving that they seemed to approve of his invi- 
tation, he shouted more earnestly to Sarah, who 
was already some distance off: 

“Hi, Jewess. I’ve told you once, you're tak- 
ing the wrong road. Where are you running toP 
Come back here and sit down. Soup will be 
ready in a minute.” 

Sarah stopped. <A red-haired Jew went up 
to her and after a long discussion finally per- 
suaded her to return with him to the wagon. 

‘What is she up to?” cried a woman who was 
sitting near the pot. 

“Be still! It’s none of your business,” 
coarsely replied the man who was accompanying 
Sarah. 

These people seemed extremely disagreeable 
to the young woman. The men, who were very 
dirty, had insolent faces, while the women, ugly 
beyond description, leered at her with hostility. 
One old man alone, who sat leaning against 
the axle-tree of the wagon, appeared respectable. 
He had the manner of a patriarch, although he 
was in rags and, like all the others, unclean. 

“ Sit down here and wait, if you are tired,” 
said the red-haired man, pointing to the wagon. 
“Rest yourself. We'll talk later.” 
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The tone of the Jew’s voice sounded strange to 
Sarah. What did he wish to talk about? (But 
she had decided to object to nothing. It was her 
fate. She had surrendered her will to chance. 
Let it guide her! ‘These people revolted her, but 
was she worthy of meeting any one better? 

“Very well,” she said.) Vie resaes 

In the wagon she sat down on a heap of cloth- 
ing and hay. At once she felt a deep weariness. 
She believed her legs would not have carried 
her on much farther, and was happy at this oc- 
casion to halt. 

‘“‘ She’s a treasure, I tell you, a god-send,” the 
red-haired Jew announced enthusiastically to 
his companions. “J have a sharp eye in such 
matters. She has never begged, that’s evident 
enough, and she has no experience, but she’s a 
treasure, a treasure.” 

He went over to the women and said to them, 
sternly: 

‘Listen, you over here. No fuss now. This 
Jewess remains with us. We need her, under- 
stand? ”’ 

He did not amplify his statement, for, certain 
of being obeyed, he returned to his companions. 

“ She is beautiful to look at, and inspires pity,” 
he proceeded. “ She’s a living money trap, this 
woman. And not for Jews only, but Christians, 
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too. A beggar like her, you wouldn’t find one 
even at the Leipzig fair.” 

He was so happy he began skipping about. 

“You're a blockhead,” remarked a squat Jew 
who was leaning on a pair of crutches. ‘“ And 
you're a little cracked into the bargain. You 
have settled it all as if you knew everything and 
were counting your thalers already. If you 
should ask me I’d tell you that she will send 
you and your Leipzig fair to the devil.” 

The red-haired man narrowed his shrewd 
eyes scornfully. 

‘“‘ And you, my treasury, my money-bags,” said 
he, “ you have eyes that limp. Put them on those 
crutches of yours and you'll see then that this 
young lady will follow us not only to all the 
fairs, but through fire and water. Wherever I 
want her to go. The poor little girl is not quite 
right up there.” 

He tapped his forehead with his finger and 
screwed up his face into an expression of great 
sorrow. ‘Then he hurried over to the women 
again and said to the oldest one: 

‘When dinner is ready, go over to the girl 
andi ask her to eat with us. But keep that sour 
temper of yours to yourself, do you hear? And 
no monkey tricks, either. Like a good girl, 
now.” 

The Jewess wiped her hands, and approaching 
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Sarah, surveyed her from head to foot. The 
girl evidently pleasing her, she said tenderly: 

“Come, dinner is ready. Our food is not all 
it might be. Simply soup and bread. What is 
your name and where do you come from?” | 

Sarah, ignoring the second half of the ques- 
tion, only told her name. 

The Jews, sitting in a circle on the grass, of- 
fered up a prayer. Sarah, who had been placed 
beside the old “ patriarch,” was given every at- 
tention. Salt and a clean spoon were handed to 
her. ‘Timidly thanking those who passed her 
food, she began to eat hungrily. At the end of 
the meal these people around her seemed less 
repugnant. Their simple and friendly hospital- 
ity pleased her. 

‘So your name is Sarah,” said the red-haired 
Jew suddenly, during a general silence. 

‘Bowing her head, Sarah smiled. 

“Well, here we are, all of us poor folk. God 
feeds us with the gifts of others. We all work 
together as a family, as you can see. We travel 
to cities and fairs. We live without luxury, but 
we live all the same. It would be a wise thing 
for you to come along with us. We are honest 
people. No one will kidnap you. You will re- 
ceive your share without anyone cheating you. | 
Besides, it’s amusing to go from city to city; you 
will see the world and men.” 
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He paused and studied Sarah’s face attentively. 
With evident curiosity, the cripple stared at 
Sarah, for he was sure that she would make a 
sharp reply to his comrade. 

“Well, what do you think of it, Sarahr” 
asked the red-haired Jew. 

All his companions were astonished at his bra- 
zenness. But, to their stupefaction, Sarah re- 
plied without hesitation: 

“T accept. I will join you. I will work, but 
I won’t ask any share in the profits.” 

“No, no! You will get your share,” cried a 
number of voices. “‘ That’s the rule.” 

Half an hour later the wagon was loaded and 
ready to move on. Sarah was given a com- 
fortable place on it. The “ patriarch” led the 
horse. The young woman observed that they 
were going away from Amsterdam and this fact 
comforted her. She felt that it was a very great, 
though unmerited, blessing of God which had 
thrown her so soon among people who had of- 
fered to share their disgraceful profession with 
her. 

In company with the beggars, Sarah visited 
many fairs and many cities. The red-haired 
Jew taught her the technique of their art, but 
Sarah did not justify his hopes. She was inat- 
tentive and proud. She did not know how to 
hold out her hand properly, nor how to look, nor 
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how to attract passers-by. Moreover, she was 
not interested in her work. 

The small number of coins she collected she 
gave to the red-haired Jew with an indifference 
which wounded his professional love of gold. 

“Money must be respected,” said he, re- 
proachfully. 

“And how about your living money trap?” 
the cripple would often ask, sarcastically. “ You 
don’t see her trapping thalers so often. My 
crutches are certainly more useful than a pee 
face, old mutton head.” 

The women grumbled also, for they hated 
Sarah whose good looks attracted their husbands. 
The red-haired Jew, in fact, often gazed at the 
girl and quite openly tried to compensate himself 
for her lack of professional talent. 

On her part, Sarah was disappointed, for her 
new trade did not bring forgetfulness with it. 
Besides, it was not so humiliating as she had 
imagined. The Jews from whom the group 
begged were simple and honest people who con- 
demned no one. Beggars were not pariahs in 
their eyes, but brothers who had fallen on evil 
days through God’s will. 

The hypocritical piety of her companions like- 
wise disgusted her. She felt that her red-haired 
protector tolerated her presence in the group 
only because he might some day enjoy her 
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favors. She knew that her purse had been stolen 
by the old “ patriarch” who at her arrival had 
so much pleased her. Finally, the hate the 
women bore her, as jealous wives, was unbear- 
able. 

She could not decide, however, to terminate 
this existence herself, but waited for the occasion 
which would make a rupture compulsory. Such 
an occasion soon arose. 

She would be able to sleep much longer and 
more comfortably, the red-haired Jew one day 
suggested, if she would sleep with him. She need 
fear no reproaches from the women, for he was 
the leader of the group and would defend her in 
return for her friendliness. 

“‘]’m not at all so old as I may look,” he whis- 
pered, while his lewd eyes glittered with un- 
bearable lust. 

For the first time since she had joined the 
group, Sarah gazed full into his face, and spoke 
with a vehemence which astonished her, for she 
no longer had believed that anger would ever 
arouse her again. 

“You know the cripple?” she asked. 

recourse, said he, But why? ? 

“Tf I am to become the mistress of anyone in 
your honorable society, it will be he whom I 
will choose. As for you, never dare touch me, 
do you understand? ” 
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The man feared a scandal. He had never seen 
Sarah so violent. 

“What immodesty!” he exclaimed. “Is it 
possiblep What can you have thought I was 
talking about?” 

The young woman began to laugh. | 

“Well, let’s not talk about it again,” said she. 
“ But have you nothing to say about the thalers 
you hoped for and which I haven’t brought 
your” 

She stared at him with a provoking boldness. 

‘Oh, that’s another thing,” said he. “ Every- 
one in our company is discontented with you, 
both men and women. Yes, that’s the truth. I 
cannot defend you against them alone. It is 
evident that you must leave us.” 

During supper he said in a loud voice in 
Sarah’s presence: 

“Sarah is leaving us. She doesn’t love her 
work. God will help her elsewhere.” 

No one protested. 

“T thank you for having received me,” Sarah 
replied. “ But you have gained very little by 
men 

The next morning the leader counted out a 
small sum of money and gave it to Sarah, who ac- 
cepted it. As she was not far from Hamburg 
she set forth in the direction of that city. 
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In the course of her vagabondage with the 
beggars, Sarah had learned a number of useful 
things, such as how to travel, how to find food 
and lodging in an unknown city, how to escape 
the watchfulness of the police. For this reason, 
having only a small handful of thalers, Sarah 
entered Hamburg quite undisturbed. 

She had no definite plan. Having been af- 
forded an opportunity to study men and life, she 
now knew what impure desires were concealed 
under the mask of virtue. She had been im- 
pressed by the glances men, old and young, 
Jewish and Christian, had cast upon her as she 
passed. It seemed to her that these people, pre- 
occupied with their business or their work, 
dreaming of profits and ambitions, pursued the 
mortal sin with a deep and unconscious ardor. 

A painting she had seen in Tezkeiro’s studio 
often recurred to her mind. It was called ‘‘ The 
Carnival.” Men and women wearing masks 
and gorgeous costumes, possessed by frenzy, were 
rushing in a turbulent stream along narrow alleys 
toward a city square. Jostling, separating, 
whirling like leaves in an eddy, scattering, each 
one of them seemed to be searching for a lost 
friend, as if he might be discovered by his odor 
or his profile. 

At the time Sarah had not understood the full 
meaning of the picture. But now it seemed to 
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her that in the motley garments of the Carnival, 
it was a symbol of all human life. 

Due to this understanding, she felt less guilty 
and less ashamed; she was, after all, like the 
rest of mankind, neither better nor worse. 
Nevertheless her sorrow was none the less poign- 
ant. As an outcast she would have been more 
happy. She pictured herself as a lonely orphan 
at one side of the sacred road to Zion, along 
which with palm branches in their hands moved 
the blessed who had risen from their sepulchres. 
But in a secret corner of her soul awaited the 
hope that in her infinite distress the great com- 
passion might one day arise. The hand of mercy 
might one day reach toward her. 

But at present she was merely a particle in the 
whirlwind of dust and ashes. What remained of 
her proud dreams? She had longed for the 
shadows of the Messiah’s vast wings. And to- 
day, like an outcast, as useless to others as she was 
to herself, without fire or passion, without hope 
or without anguish, she climbed a narrow path 
toward Hamburg. 

Twilight was falling as Sarah entered the city. 
There were few people in the streets. The 
houses, wherein the hour of rest from labor was 
commencing, filled the streets with a peaceful 
silence. Sarah remembered with sadness the 
calm evenings in the home of her parents. But 
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here, alien walls, alien faces, and an alien sky 
confronted her. 

She halted suddenly. Not far away a rhyth- 
mic sound’ was rising. A number of brave, 
young voices were raised insong. The song was 
ardent, vibrating. A little troop of young men 
were marching on jubilantly, led by beating 
drums. They were Jews, and they were singing 
in Hebrew: 

“The right hand of the Lord is exalted; the 
right hand of the Lord doeth valiantly.” 

The psalm of David! The troop of young 
men drew nearer. On a standard they bore, 
glistened the shield of David. They wore green 
belts and chanted in rhythm to the song and the 
beat of drums 

‘‘ Sabbatai Zevy! Sabbatai Zevy! The crown 
and sceptre have been given to him! Sabbatai 
Zevy!” 

Their song was passionate and they marched 
on proudly, exultant! 

A mortal terror descended upon Sarah. To 
keep from falling she leaned against the wall. A 
feeling possessed her that these young people 
with green belts bore a coffin before her, wherein, 
with leaden eyes, she herself lay. She, who 
had defiled her dream, was lost. 

She suddenly understood that far away in the 
cities of the East, Sabbatai marched on victo- 
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riously, that he called to those who slept and 
awoke them. She had just heard the echo of his 
divine glory. 

All her past life appeared as if in a whirl- 
wind. Her childhood, the convent, Diego’s 
home, her flight, her meeting with Tezkeiro and 
her flight again. Why had she left the artist? 
Had she thereby won salvatione And how 
sweet were his kisses. 

A young man seeking pleasure brushed close 
to her, smiling. Slowly, attentively, Sarah con- 
sidered him. She knew that he desired her 
caresses, like Tezkeiro, like the red-haired beg- 
gar, like the alms-givers. 

Under her disdainful eyes the young man be- 
came embarrassed and began stammering ex- 
cuses. But without hearing his excuses and with- 
out even giving him time to complete them, she 
broke into a nervous laugh and drew closer to 
him. 

‘““Do you want me to go along with you?” 
she asked. ‘ Come.” 

The young man took her arm familiarly. 

““What an impudent beauty you are!” he 
exclaimed. ‘“ However, you are all to my taste.” 

Sarah brusquely withdrew her hand. 

“I forbid your comments,” said she. “ I’m 
not asking you for speeches.” 
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The young man drew back, puzzled by her 
capriciousness. 

But Sarah murmured with a provocative 
laugh: 

“ Are you afraid?” 


VIE 


Another fall had come. In the portof a Dutch 
city Sarah watched a gang of sailors load a ship. 

She had become more slender, but her beauty 
was more striking than ever and her eyes burned 
with a keener restlessness. 

The sky was overcast, the sea hostile. The 
dark faces of the sailors bespoke the torrid lands 
of the sun. She would have liked to learn for 
what coast this ship was bound—this ship whose 
gunwales were adorned with golden stars. She 
longed to embark upon it for an unknown land. 

Her body and soul were numb with cold. 

A drunken sailor lurched by. Sarah, fright- 
ened, recoiled. Her terror excited his desire. 
With the playful laughter of a drunkard, he 
caught hold of her and tried to kiss her mouth. 
Sarah tore herself loose and began running. The 
sailor reeled after her; anger had restored her 
strength, and she ranon. She heard the laughter 
of the negro sailors who seemed amused by this 
spectacle of a chase. She ran on faster and 
faster until she finally found herself in a narrow 
corridor formed by a double row of bales. Two 
negroes carrying a heavy iron coffer barred her 
way. She halted, panting. The drunken sailor 
had disappeared. 

154 
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The negroes regarded her with a smile that 
was both amiable and savage. Leaning against 
the soft barrier of bales, Sarah suddenly felt 
the warm eyes of a Moor upon her. 

With eyes fixed upon her face the ‘Moor 
stepped back, raising his arms in a movement 
of infinite surprise. 

He was Diego’s guest, Joseph Khelebi, the 
wealthy Jew of Cairo. He had recognized her, 
and stricken with dismay he stared at her beg- 
gar’s clothes, her wasted face. 

He stepped toward her. Sarah remained 
motionless, cowering against the bales of mer- 
chandise. With drooping shoulders and legs 
which barely supported her, she stood before 
him, helpless. 

Meanwhile he was walking toward her, strong 
and good. The palms of his hands were like 
two cups overflowing with pity. 

Sarah writhed with the terror of immeasur- 
able shame before this clean and noble man who 
had first met her in Diego’s home. She longed 
to flee, but he was already leaning over her, look- 
ing at her with his sad eyes. One second more 
of indecision and he would speak, he would ques- 
tion her, he would wait for an answer. One 
second more and she must utter impossible, un- 
imaginable words and: submit to the torment of 
his direct gaze. 
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With an impulsive movement she tore herself 
from the wall which supported her, stumbled, 
and melting into tears flung herself upon 
(Khelebi’s broad chest. While her body sobbed 
convulsively against his rich garments, he, grasp- 
ing her young head in his large gentle hands, 
murmured with confusion: 

“Sarah! Sarah! You must not. All will be 
well.” 

But she would not move her head from the 
bosom of this man in whom her weary soul di- 
vined a friend, a savior. 

* All will be well, Sarah.” | 

She vaguely heard these words and instinc- 
tively realized that a miraculous change already 
had occurred in her life, that her pilgrimage of 
shame had reached its end. 

The negroes stared at this strange scene with 
impassive eyes, patiently waiting their master’s 
orders. Khelebi, raising the young woman’s 
head, said paternally: 

‘“We cannot remain like this. There, do not 
be a child any longer. Dry your tears and come 
with me to my inn. But do stop weeping! ” 

The tone of command in his voice made Sarah 
Wipe away her tears with timid hands. Khelebi 
ordered his slaves to return to the city and an- 
nounced that he would follow them. At his side, 
fearful and silent as a shadow, Sarah walked 
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with burning cheeks and with downcast eyes. 
From time to time Khelebi would glance toward 
her with an expression of anxiety and sorrow. 

Khelebi had guarded, graven upon his heart, 
the portrait of Sarah as he had known her at the 
table of Diego of Lisbon. That night when he 
had first seen her, he had been unable to sleep 
and had dreamed of her as the mistress of his 
palace. Moreover her flight had affected him 
profoundly. Often during the burning days or 
the cool nights in Egypt, her strange eyes had 
haunted him and he had sighed bitterly at his 
loneliness. But believing the girl forever lost 
to him, he had felt his love slowly die. 

And now she was here beside him! The om- 
niscient will of God had placed him in Sarah’s 
path in a moment of peril. Before he had even 
recognized her, he had realized that she was 
fleeing a pursuer. But where was the radiant, 
the pure, young girl of the Sabbath dinner in 
Amsterdamr 

In spite of his ingenuous heart, Khelebi had 
immediately realized that Sarah was defiled, dis- 
honored, outcast. But he had not experienced 
that revulsion which a woman of the streets 
usually aroused in him. The accidental meeting 
filled him with superstitious awe. ‘By what fate, 
by what miracle had he found her again? 
Sarah. The same and yet so different! 
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Suddenly tears clouded his eyes. How noble, 
how chaste she was when he had first met her 
two years before! What he now saw was terri- 
fying. But the story he was soon to hear from 
her would be even more terrible. Must he not 
flee her like a grave newly opened? For this 
outcast was a sinner, beyond all hope. 

Khelebi stopped short, seized with dismay. 
With fearful clarity a scene had suddenly risen 
to his mind: the terrace of his palace at Cairo, 
his conversation with Samuel Primo, the hidden 
meaning of the song of Melisselda, the King’s 
daughter. 

The words he himself had spoken to Primo 
rang in his ears: 

‘“‘ But she did not bear upon her forehead the 
brand of shame. No, Primo.” 

And now, now before him the fatal sign 
burned on Sarah’s forehead! She had received 
the mark whose absence on that former occasion 
had prevented him from recognizing in the 
young Jewess of Amsterdam the Betrothed of 
the Messiah. 

Perspiration bathed his forehead. Pale and — 
weakened by terror he contemplated Sarah, the 
sinner sent by God. 

His changed attitude troubled Sarah, for she 
imagined it implied a sudden revulsion toward 
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her. She imagined Khelebi was about to drive 
her away. 

She was prepared to anticipate it by fleeing, 
when Khelebi exclaimed in a strange, excited 
voice: 

‘‘ Sarah, we cannot go to the city. We must 
return to the ship, and at once. We must em- 
bark for Cairo this very night.” 

His words were full of a profound serious- 
ness. 

‘Sarah, we must depart at once, at once.” 

He was trembling. 

“Wait for me here. I must summon my 
slaves.” . 

With a haste which ill-became his stateliness, 
he ran after the slaves to call them. They turned 
at his orders, and retraced their steps. 

“Let us go,” said Khelebi, when he had re- 
turned to her side. 

But after walking on a space, Khelebi paused 
again. Inthe same tone of profound seriousness, 
he said: 

“On the ship you will tell me all, you must 
withhold nothing from me. It is God’s will. 
But I for my part will give you no word of ex- 
planation. You must see with your own eyes, 
understand with your own heart. It is God’s 
will. Come.” 

That same night Khelebi’s ship, its gunwales 
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adorned with golden stars, set sail for Alex- 
andria. Khelebi submitting to God’s will was 
leading Melisselda, the King’s daughter, to 
Cairo—Sarah whom he had found, but whom 
at the same moment he had lost forever. She 
was the Betrothed of the Messiah. The will 
of God ranked higher than Khelebi’s love. 

Sarah feverishly awaited Khelebi’s questions. 
She had resolved to satisfy his desire and tell 
him all the story of her life, without the slight- 
est mercy upon herself. On the ship she felt 
more strongly than before that the fugitive days 
of shame had ended and that she was at the gate- 
way of a new life. 

She prepared herself for this conversation as 
the decisive confession of her career. This lus- 
tral water, like the sea, was to wash away her 
leprous past and the wind would disperse its 
memory forever. To the noble Khelebi she 
would confide her grief at that fate which had 
ground her dream and her life to dust. 

Matured by her sufferings, Sarah divined that 
Khelebi loved her, not with the impure desire 
of so many others she had known, but with a — 
clear, spotless love. His attitude of grave joy 
and of deep sadness, his silence which had been 
impenetrable for three days, aroused Sarah to a 
presentiment that he withheld a great secret from 
her. 
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She saw that he suffered acutely, but by an 
infallible intuition she realized that her fall was 
not the cause of this pain. It was not his scorn 
which held her at a distance. It was another 
bond which shackled his heart, so freely opened 
to her during the first moments of their meet- 
ing. Smoking his hookah, motionless and alone, 
Khelebi bore the burden of a fatal duty. 

“ T will tell you nothing,” he had said. “ You 
must see with your own eyes, understand with 
your own heart. It is the will of God.” 

These words were as mysterious as her own 
destiny, as her childhood, as her whole past life. 
Perhaps the hand of God was held out to her— 
that gentle and merciful God whom her mother 
had so passionately invoked in her last agony. 
Khelebi was God’s envoy, the agent of His su- 
preme will. 

“Tt is the will of God.” 

Was this not the meaning of his sorrow, that, 
having fulfilled the will of God, Khelebi, in 
spite of his love, must estrange himself from her? 
Was it not God’s will that he should lead her 
to the sacrifice, to immolation—as of old Abra- 
ham had led Isaace 

Sarah’s confused reveries had raised her to 
a state of exaltation in which the dream of being 
the victim chosen for the sacrificial altar filled 
her with unutterable bliss. 
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To surrender herself as a tender offering to 
the Lord, to ascend His throne amid the in- 
cense of prayer, to reach toward Him in the joy 
of expiated sin, to hear His paternal voice full of 
mercy and consolation, to prostrate herself be- 
fore Him and plead with her tears for the salva- 
tion of her people, for their liberation, and for 
their Messiah:—could there be in all the uni- 
verse a more beautiful destiny, a more supreme 
blessing? 

The ship was skirting the shores of an un- 
known country. The sea had become a deeper 
blue; the air had become more limpid. From 
the near-by shore came breezes laden with per- 
fume. Now and then among green trees the 
sunlight gleamed on white cities. 

Though this air, this warmth, these sensuous 
colors enraptured her, they did not distract her 
from her thoughts. Even if Khelebi had warned 
her that he would tell her nothing, she hoped 
some word of his might lift the veil. But it was 
enough that she had a presentiment of the mys- 
tery to come, that she knew her destiny was 
linked to a sublime future wherein her soul 
would be freed from the torpor that possessed it. 

With delirious joy she felt the fountain of 
purity burst forth in her anew, cool and un- 
tainted. She felt buoyant, liberated from her 
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own flesh. Once more she was the little girl in 
the convent. Once more the bells rang for her, 
invoking her pure and artless dreams. 

And all this followed so much foul contagion, 
so many embraces, so many sins! Heavenly 
wings touching her soul had accomplished the 
miracle. 

Why was the brow of Khelebi dark with sor- 
rowe A feeling of ardent gratitude swept 
through the young woman. Was he not the 
miraculous herald of her destiny? In his sweet, 
serious words in Amsterdam, the voice of God 
had spoken, summoning her toward unknown 
paths. And again it was he who with a single 
word had drawn her from the chasm of despair. 

paral)’ 

Bells still rang in Sarah’s feverish mind, in- 
voking dreams. But there was one image her 
thoughts dared not touch, even timidly; it slept 
in mystery and silence—the image of Sabbatai 
Zevy, the Divine Deer. 

The ship was sailing from a large port. A 
sudden twilight brought a sultry afternoon to a 
close. The surface of the sea spread out like 
silk before the vessel, while far behind it in the 
west a fantastic city rose among the clouds of 
the sunset and stretched across the sky. 

Seated against the ship rail, Sarah dreamily 
admired this mirage of twilight. Suddenly she 
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felt that someone was standing quietly by her 
side. She turned her head. It was Khelebi. 
She started to rise, but slowly and peacefully he 
said: 

‘Remain seated, Sarah.” 

She obeyed, surprised by her own calmness. 
He was about to speak and yet her heart beat 
no faster. But her hands had become cold. He 
sat down beside her. A minute passed in silence. 

The dusk veiled Khelebi’s face, but his strong 
body radiated peace and gentleness. And when 
he spoke, Sarah felt this peace and gentleness in 
his voice. 

‘Sarah! On shore I told you that without 
reservation you were to tell me the whole story 
of your life during these last few years. But I 
was wrong. My blood was hot, my mind was 
bewildered. Noword need come from your lips. 
Their perfume is not for me. I do not com- 
plain. My soul is filled with another joy. I 
bless the hour God placed me in your path. It 
was a supreme hour, and Joseph Khelebi has not 
lived in vain. [But I am only a simple Levite 
in the house of God. Harken, Sarah. Alexan- 
dria is near. There will I remain. But you— 
you are to take my camels and my slaves and go 
to my house in Cairo. There will you find that 
which your soul seeks. You are awaited there. 
Ask me no more.” 


THE REJECTED MESSIAH 165 


Motionless, with eyes wide open, Sarah lis- 
tened. 

Khelebi rose. Then with the tender caress of 
a father he placed his hands on the head of the 
young woman. 

‘““Sarah, you are blessed among all women,” 
he said. | 

She trembled under the warm touch of his 
strong hands, then suddenly she pressed her lips 
to them in a long kiss. Khelebi’s whole body 
quivered, and gently freeing his hands, he dis- 
appeared into the darkness. 

In Alexandria Khelebi, upon parting com- 
pany with Sarah, told her that at the gates of 
Cairo she must descend from her camel and enter 
the city on foot. A servant would show her the 
way and then leave her, for she must enter his 
house alone. Such a course was absolutely 
necessary. 


Vouk 


Abraham Jakhini arrived in Cairo and in- 
formed Samuel Primo by messenger that he 
awaited him at the place agreed upon. 

This news threw Primo into violent agitation, 
but he decided not to see the scribe until the next 
day. He must have one night of meditation 
before he could resolve to burden his soul with 
the plan he had conceived. 

Until one o’clock at night he remained bent 
over the Zohar, praying desperately. He slept 
little that night, said his morning prayers, and be- 
fore visiting Lakhini, passed the whole day in 
solitude, avoiding Sabbatai and Pinheiro. 

He did not feel himself prepared until eve- 
ning had come. Having performed the ritual 
ablutions which precede a holy act, he left the 
palace secretly and walked toward the outskirts 
of Cairo. 

He found Iakhini installed in a small, low 
room inaninn. Thecopyist, devoured by curios- 
ity, was eager to learn why Primo had asked 
him to come here from Salonica. He knew that 
the Kabbalist would not have summoned him so 
mysteriously for a trifle. He was unnerved by 
his hours of waiting. ‘To calm himself he had 

166 


THE REJECTED MESSIAH 167 


set to work under the feeble light of a lamp. 
His table was strewn with parchments and goose- 
quills of various sizes. 

When he caught sight of Primo, [akhini rose 
and extended his hand with the customary words 
of welcome. But he promptly added: 

‘“T thought that Rabbi Samuel was making 

game of the poorcopyist. This is the second day 
I have waited for you.” 
Tall, raw-boned, red-haired, he seemed 
rather absurd with his little goatee, but under 
his swollen eye-lids, his red eyes glittered with 
cunning. 

Ignoring the scribe’s reproach, Primo seated 
himself and for some time maintained a thought- 
ful silence. Finally he said: 

“Abraham. I have summoned you for an 
important work.” 

Takhini’s red eyes sparkled with curiosity, but 
having noticed the nervousness of the famous 
Kabbalist, he controlled himself and waited until 
his visitor spoke. 

“In your hands, Abraham,” Primo continued 
in a dull voice, “in your hands rests the imme- 
diate salvation of the House of Israel.” 

He stared at the copyist fixedly. 

“ But entertain no trifling idea of what I 
come for, Iakhini,” he said dryly. ‘“ I am speak- 
ing to you of a great and mysterious work. I 
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am not a nobleman come to buy an Arabic manu- 
script from you. I am Samuel Primo, servant 
of the Messiah.” 

At these words Jakhini’s face changed its ex- 
pression. Curiosity gave place to uneasiness, 
even to fear. He listened to what Primo had to 
say with respectful and timid attention. 

“Fate has endowed you with a rare talent,” 
the Kabbalist began. “ You can write with the 
hand of the dead.” 

Again he lapsed into silence. Lakhini en- 
joyed hearing his skill mentioned. From the 
lips of Primo, praise was especially flattering. 
Tears of emotion filled the copyist’s eyes. 

“Surely, [akhini, surely you do not think 
that this talent of yours is an accident?” Primo 
suddenly asked. 

‘You are chosen to be the instrument of God, 
who has created the remedy before the sickness. 
For although you are older than any of us, God 
has kept your body young until this day. Abra- 
ham, are you ready to do what I command, un- 
hesitatingly and without a doubt of the sanctity 
of an act you cannot understand? ” 

Aroused anew by the dark hints the Kabbalist 
had let fall, [akhini trembled with curiosity. 
But he thought that Primo’s request would lead 
him into danger, and having by no means an ad- 
venturous disposition, he was frightened. 
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“Rabbi Samuel,” he said with emotion, “ all 
my life I have tried to serve God as a Jew should. 
We are created for that. But your words are 
incomprehensible, and to tell ithe truth they 
alarm me. What can I do, I, a humble scribe, 
who lacks both knowledge and wisdom? How 
can I hold in my unworthy hands the destiny of 
the chosen people? Tell me what you expect. 
If it is in my power, do not doubt me. If 
DOE Ae. 

A. gesture of his hand implied his powerless- 
ness. 

‘You alone will be able to do it, Jakhini. As 
I have told you, God has created you for this 
very work. Listen.” 

Primo drew a paper from his pocket, unfolded 
it, looked calmly at Iakhini, then without rais- 
ing his impassive voice, he read: 

“J, the patriarch Abraham, for forty years 
have been enclosed in a cavern, waiting expect- 
antly for the dawn of the era of miracles. And 
I have heard a voice saying: ‘In the year 5385 
of the creation of the world will be born a man 
child and he will be named Sabbatai Zevy. He 
will conquer the great Dragon. He alone is 
the true Messiah, and will fight the fight without 
Weapons.’ ” 

Having read the paper, Primo folded it, and 
raising his eyes to [akhini he said solemnly: 
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‘Tt must be written in ancient script on old 
parchment. This very night you must inscribe 
this sacred prophecy with the subtlest skill. And 
tomorrow you are to come to Khelebi’s palace 
and ask for Moses Pinheiro. You are to tell 
him that you have discovered this parchment in 
the ancient synagogue at Jerusalem, not far from 
the holy mountain of David, and that you have 
brought it to the Messiah. You are to say that 
a light shining in the dust of the temple dazzled 
your eyes until you were as blind as a mole.” 

He held: the paper out to Jakhini, but the 
latter recoiled, raising his hand as if to ward 
off something evil. 

‘You must do this for the glory of the God 
of Israel and his Messiah,” Primo said com- 
mandingly. 7 

‘Rabbi, rabbi,” stammered the frightened 
copyist. 

‘You must doit. You are without knowledge 
and without wisdom, you yourself have admitted 
that. Then do not try to penetrate a mystery you 
cannot understand.” 

He continued to press the paper on the scribe. 
The latter finally received it with a hesitation 
which implied that he wished to return it at 
once. 

‘Rabbi Samuel,” he pleaded. ‘“ I am neither 
a scholar nor a sage, but I dare not inscribe the — 
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name of God in vain. Why must I? It is the 
greatest of sins.” 

Anger vibrated in Primo’s dull voice. 

uakhinil” he cried.) \ Takhinil)’ Until: to- 
morrow. Tomorrow. And remember: it is a 
holy secret between you and me, between us and 
God.” 

Iakhini was partially persuaded. The per- 
sistence of the Kabbalist overcame his weak 
will. At first he placed the paper on the table, 
then he picked it up timidly and read it in s1- 
lence. Finally he concealed it carefully under 
a piece of parchment. 

Primo had followed all his motions attentively. 
He knew that his command would be obeyed. 

“Rabbi Samuel,” said the copyist, “I will 
do it. You are both wiser and more learned 
than J. Let your will be done. I donot demand 
a recompense, and I am not worthy of being 
granted a seat in the company of the Just. But 
God is my witness, it is for the glory of the 
Messiah that I take upon myself this heavy sin.” 

Primo replied with a tenderness unusual in 
him: 

“Do you say asine Again I tell you: It 1s 
the great work of your life.” 

Then rising he added: 

“ Peace be with you, Iakhini.” 

He paused at the threshold and taking a purse 
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full of gold from his pocket he placed it on the 
table. 

“This is for your journey, Abraham,” he 
said. 

Iakhini made no reply; he never refused 
money. | 

When he was alone he strode up and down 
his room nervously. Twice he picked up the 
purse and absent-mindedly felt of its weight. 
Then becoming calmer he sat down and began 
to select a parchment. The task ahead of him 
was difficult, but engrossing. It flattered his 
vanity as an artist. Having determined upon a 
parchment he realized that his work could not 
be completed by the following day. 

“To write it is nothing,” he thought, “ but 
the skill lies in making the script so ancient 
that the cleverest copyist in the world will not 
doubt its authenticity.” 

He smiled with pride, and hid away the purse 
Primo had left him. Then he scribbled on a 
sheet of paper: 

‘‘ Not before the day after tomorrow.” 

And he sent this message to the Kabbalist. 


MAL: 


Sabbatai Zevy was rent by an anguish he could 
not allay, neither by long prayers nor by the 
ecstasy of self-flagellation. Nights followed 
days, weeks and months slipped by, and still he 
waited in vain for the Voice he had hoped to 
hear in Egypt, for the sign he had hoped to see 
in the heavens. 

From all sides came the impassioned pleas of 
men, but God’s summons: “ Arise, Sabbatai, 
and go! ”’—this he did not hear. 

The stronger the conviction became that he 
and he only was the Chosen One, the more har- 
rowing became God’s silence. 

He would wait. In vain did Pinheiro tremble 
with feverish impatience; in vain did Primo 
maintain a severe silence of reproach. He 
would wait. Before he could appear in the 
court of the Sultan he must hear the Voice of 
the ‘Trumpet. 

Every day increased his sorrow. And to make 
it more terrible, his nights were haunted by 
vague, sensual images which seemed reflections 
of his dreams of Melisselda, the King’s daughter. 

On a certain day Sabbatai was seated on the 
terrace in the midst of his disciples. Pinheiro 
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had just finished a long discourse on an obscure 
passage from the Zohar. All remained silent, 
reflecting on what they had heard. Suddenly 
Sabbatai Zevy smiled beautifully and, turning 
to Primo, said in a low voice: | 

“Ts it not true, Samuel, that for a long time 
Cairo has not seen so hot a day?” 

Primo, usually so austere, on this occasion re- 
plied sadly and tenderly to the unexpected re- 
mark of his master. 

‘“We quench our thirst with your words, but 
who is there who can quench yours? ” 

All Primo’s thoughts were of Abraham Iak- 
hini whom he expected from one moment to the 
next with the parchment. 

Again Sabbatai smiled. 

“You speak in riddles, like the prophet Sam- 
uel before King Saul.” 

Then he relapsed into silence. 

His disciples, surprised that Sabbatai should 
have broken off a serious discussion with an in- 
significant remark about the weather, believed 
that it must have a secret meaning. 

In the midst of this silence a confused noise 
floated up to the terrace from the street. Pin- 
heiro and Primo raised their heads. The noise 
grew in volume as if it were approaching. 

‘““See what it is,’ Sabbatai whispered to a 
slave. 
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Plt\is strange,’ Primo remarked. “The 
sound of so many voices on such a stifling day.” 

A moment later the slave returned. 

“The street is deserted,” he said. 

Pinheiro shrugged his shoulders. Meanwhile 
the noise had broken off sharply. But a few 
seconds later it was resumed with even greater 
violence and seemed as if composed of a thousand 
different voices in a shouting throng. 

Pinheiro looked reprovingly at the slave. The 
latter again ran to the gates. 

‘““He has ears but he hears nothing,” Primo 
murmured. 

Returning from the gate, the slave, positive 
but bewildered, declared: 

[elie street is deserted.” 

But after a pause he added tentatively: 

“There is only an unveiled woman standing 
by the wall.” 

Followed by Primo, Pinheiro left the terrace. 
The slave’s remark had aroused his curiosity. 
A woman without a veil in Cairo! 

The two Kabbalists halted at the gate. In the 
deserted streets reigned the deep silence of a 
sultry day. Along a wall, shadowed by a dusty 
and solitary palm, a woman clothed in black 
and without a veil was moving toward them. 
They at once recognized her as a Jewess. She 
walked on slowly, her head raised, her eyes 
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staring straight before her. The two men were 
astonished by her unusual manner and aspect. 

“Doubtless a mad woman,” said Primo. 

Pinheiro glanced toward him reproachfully. 

“Why made” he asked. ‘‘ You place too 
much faith in your eyes and your wisdom.” __ 

Pinheiro ran toward the woman. Primo re- 
mained where he was, but his friend’s evident 
excitement overcoming him, he began to wonder. 
The mysterious noise! This apparition. He re- 
called Sabbatai’s words: 

“Ts it not true, Samuel, that Cairo has not 
seen so hot a day for a long time?” 

These words now seemed prophetic, and it 
was quite obvious that Pinheiro had remembered 
them. No longer able to control his impatience, 
he rushed toward his friend who already stood 
before the strange woman. 

It was Sarah. 

She stared at them with eyes that saw nothing, 
and then turning from the wall, she continued 
her course along the road. It seemed that she 
did not realize that living beings stood before 
her. She had avoided them as one might circle 
a tree which bars one’s way. With a sudden 
movement, Pinheiro again placed himself be- 
fore Sarah. 

“Whom are you seeking in this city, 
stranger?” he asked. 
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The ardent voice of the Kabbalist drew the 
young woman’s attention toward him. She 
halted} and glanced at Pinheiro and then at 
Primo. At first her eyes, which seemed to be 
looking within herself, remained expressionless. 
They brightened suddenly and, after reflecting 
a moment, she replied quietly: 

“T am on my way to the house of Joseph 
Khelebi.” 

“Whom do you seek in his house? ” 

This time it was Primo who asked the ques- 
tion. He peered avidly into her eyes as if he 
hoped to extract an answer from them that was 
too slow in coming. 

“‘ Point me out the house if you know it,” said 
she, simply. ‘“ It is on this street.” 

“We have just come from it,” said Pinheiro. 

Sarah started. Her face became animated, 
while her tired eyes shone with confident joy. 

‘“‘ Lead me there,” she exclaimed. “I am ex- 
pected. Come!” | 

But Pinheiro did not move. Continuing to 
bar Sarah’s way, he said with grave insistence: 

“Answer my question first. Whom do you 
seek in the house? Whence do you come and 
who has sent your” 

The persistence of this unknown man dis- 
pleased her. 
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“Tt is not you I seek in Khelebi’s house,” said 
she coldly. 

Then she turned her face from him and took 
a step forward. 

Disconcerted, Pinheiro and Primo glanced at 
each other. ‘The assertive tone of the young 
woman’s voice impressed them. Deeply per- 
plexed they followed her in silence. Just before 
they reached the palace, Pinheiro stepped in 
front of Sarah, and placing himself before the 
door, he said in a voice of welcome: 

“Enter. This is the house of Khelebi.” 

Tropical plants growing in rose-colored pots 
cast light shadows on the marble stairway. Sur- 
prised by the splendor of the dwelling, Sarah 
turned to her guides, questioningly. 

“Enter,” repeated Pinheiro. ‘This is the 
house you seek.” 

Slowly she started climbing the glistening 
steps. So sharp was the contrast of her simple 
black dress covered with dust, her old shawl, 
and her worn sandals against the magnificence 


of the palace that even the two Kabbalists, so. 


insensitive generally to the play of appearances, 
were struck by it. [But Sarah, pausing for a 
moment on one of the upper steps, turned for 
a fleeting moment her face filled with troubled 
rapture upon them. When the shadow of her 
perfect body lay before them on the white mar- 
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ble of the stairs, Primo and Pinheiro no longer 
doubted her mission. 

“The King’s daughter!” Pinheiro murmured 
in mystic intoxication. ‘The King’s daughter!” 


Sabbatai Zevy had remained plunged in un- 
broken meditation ever since Primo and Pin- 
heiro had left the terrace. His set eyes stared 
into the distance toward the pyramids. A faint 
smile played upon his lips. His disciples— 
about twenty who had gathered near him—held 
their breath, fearing to disturb the contempla- 
tive revery of their Messiah. 

Sarah appeared on the terrace. The presence 
of so many guests, their silence, their inert bodies, 
astonished her. Even the sudden appearance of 
this unknown woman failed to make a single 
one of the disciples stir or change his position. 
They all seemed to have been transformed to 
stone by the sultry heat. 

Nevertheless, a few eyes fixed themselves upon 
her. Pinheiro and Primo mutely stood at her 
side. 

Sarah felt as if this mysterious silence were 
turning her to ice. She stood at the edge of the 
terrace, motionless. Her eyes wandered over 
the faces before her and turned away with in- 
difference. None of them attracted her. How- 
ever, Khelebi had sent her to find someone in 
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this house, someone who, for a long time, had 
awaited her. 

But no, it was not this man, nor that, nor this 
one here. Her confidence melted rapidly into 
despair. Tortured, weakened, she searched the 
terrace with dismay. What would she do? In 
the desert, surrounded by an infinite waste of 
sand, Sarah would have felt less cruelly alone — 
than she did among these silent men. 

She had imagined that her entrance into 
‘Khelebi’s house would be sublime and beautiful, 
but it had proved to be a bitter disappointment. 
Would she sink again into the sloughs of night 
and despair? 

At this moment Sarah perceived at the far end 
of the terrace the silhouette of a man bent in 
deep meditation. Without having time to make 
out his features—only his profile and a very 
beautiful hand which supported his forehead 
were visible—Sarah realized that the silence and 
immobility of the group had been commanded 
by his presence alone. It was his silence and not 
the heat of the Egyptian sun which held the 
group enthralled. Yes! Yes! He was the sun 
of the earth! 

Involuntarily, Sarah took a step toward him. 
Then she paused. She wished to see his face. 
If he would only turn toward her! It was he, 
she knew. It was he to whom Khelebi had sent 
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her. It was he who awaited her in this house. 
Oh, that he would turn his eyes toward her! 
That he would turn them toward her! 

Sabbatai raised his head and saw Sarah. The 
presence of a woman on the terrace amazed him. 
His eyes interrogated his disciples as if he ex- 
pected an explanation from them, then he looked 
into Sarah’s face again. 

She stared at him with enraptured eyes. Her 
eyes did not for an instant leave his face; they 
were fearless, proud, exultant, but deprived of 
all consciousness. Her eyes burned as if they 
existed for themselves alone. 

Who was this woman? 

Sarah read this question on the face which 
was turned toward her. Green eyes shot with 
purple flame, they burned with a deep and living 
fire. 

The infamy of her fall, a feeling of utter 
shame, swept over her with a violence she had 
not known until then. What could she answer? 
What could she say? Who was she? An out- 
cast. 

An intolerable horror usurped her soul. They 
would drive her from the place. The hour of 
punishment had come. She would suffer now 
for all she had done—for having forgotten the 
martyrdom of her father, for having defiled the 
pure memory of her mother and her heroic sis- 
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ter; for not having guarded the chastity of her 
youth, for having squandered the passions of her 
soul, for having estranged herself from her own 
people, for having sullied her enthusiasms, for 
having trampled the sacred vision of the Mes- 
siah under foot, for having defiled it along the 
road, in taverns or in impure embraces; for all 
this she would now be punished. 

There could be no pardon, no forgetfulness, 
no redemption for her. 

The man at the far end of the terrace gazed 
at her. He would see into her very soul, would 
measure the depth to which she had fallen, and 
then full of horror he would turn his face from 
her and the last spark of hope would flicker out. 

But why did neither revulsion nor anger show 
upon his face? Why did he not question here 
It seemed that already he realized what she was, 
and realizing it, was not horrified. Was not his 
hand stretched toward her in a gesture of wel- 
come? And now his lips were moving and his 
sweet voice uttered words. 

Sarah did not hear the words he addressed to 
her. Exhausted by the turbulence of her emo- 
tions—of doubt, despair, pain, hope—she reeled 
at the sound of Sabbatai’s voice and her hands 
fluttered in the air as if seeking for some support. 

Pinheiro who stood behind her did not have 
time to grasp her before she fell. She lay before 
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Sabbatai, who, bending over her, and trembling 
with anxiety, tried to raise her. 

wermecehirise, he said, tenderly .ii(' Rise! 
Whence have you come?” 

Sarah had not lost consciousness. Raising her 
face toward Sabbatai she clung to the edge of 
his robe, and with eyes flooded with tears begged 
that she be left as she was, prostrate before him. 
Sabbatai sank back upon the divan, his cheeks 
burning. ‘Then bending over her again, and 
touching her face, he repeated: 

“ Rise. Whence have you comer” 

“Here, I am at your feet,” Sarah murmured, 
her voice choking as she held out her arms to- 
ward him. “It is Thou! Thou! The Mes- 
siah! The Messiah!” 

“Whence have you come?” Sabbatai’s stern 
voice demanded for the third time. 

“From cemeteries. From graves. From fire. 
From blood. Messiah! Messiah! I have 
searched for you throughout the whole earth. 
My feet bear the wounds of all the stones of all 
the world. Receive me, receive me, Messiah! 
Messiah! ” 

Sarah’s ecstasy had attained an unbearable 
poignancy. Her sobbing words threw all the 
disciples into confusion, but particularly Primo 
and Pinheiro, for they alone knew the meaning 
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Sabbatai attributed to the appearance of this 
woman. 

As on a former day in the synagogue in 
Smyrna, the ecstasy of the revelation made them 
tremble. With eyes rivetted upon Sabbatai they 
became a part of his soul. | 

Gently freeing himself from Sarah’s grasp, 
he raised her to her feet. 

Never had the disciples observed so much 
majesty in their Master. 

Quieted somewhat by his composure, Sarah 
stood before Sabbatai like a child who awaits 
food. | 

“I must know your name,” said he gravely. 

“Sarah.” she answered in a quiet, childish 
voice. 

“Pinheiro, Primo, and all of you!” cried 
Sabbatai. 

His glance swept the terrace, and with a 
gesture of his arm he gathered his disciples 
around him. With closed eyes he remained for 
a few moments in silence. Then, after search- 
ing in the pocket of his robe, he drew forth a 
simple ring of shining silver. 

He placed his hand on Sarah’s head and gazed 
deep into her eyes. 

“ Art thou ready, my betrothed, my Sarah? ” 
he asked with gentle solemnity. 

Sarah did not understand the meaning of the 


>) 


THE REJECTED MESSIAH 185 


question, but at the words ‘“‘ my betrothed ” her 
brain reeled. She closed her eyes, and placing 
her hand against Sabbatai’s bosom, she steadied 
herself. 

“Open thine eyes, messenger of God,” Sab- 
batai commanded with unexpected sharpness, 
with a shade of anger and passion in his voice. 

Sarah obeyed. The composure of the man be- 
fore whom she stood, ready to die for him if he 
should require it, restored her strength. His 
anger and his severity had not frightened her. 
There was something of joy in it. 

“Give me thy right hand,” said Sabbatai. 

He grasped it, raised it, and after slipping 
the ring onto her forefinger, he cried in a loud 
voice: 

“By this ring thou art consecrated unto me 
according to the laws of Moses and of the people 
of Israel.” 

Then raising his hand toward the sky, he 
shouted in ecstasy: 

“And Thou in the heavens, rejoice! Re- 
joice!” 

Sarah, half-conscious, breathed eagerly the 
perfume of Sabbatai’s body. As in a dream she 
heard the words: 

“T shall lead thee into my garden, O thou 
whom my heart desireth.” 
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The rays of the setting sun enamelled the pyra- 
mids with coral and gold. And while Sabbatai, 
his arm around her, led her across the terrace 
toward the great gates of the garden, it seemed 
to Sarah that a choir of angels chanted her joy 
and that she walked through rose-colored fields 
heavy with the odor of flowers. 

When they had disappeared, the enthusiasm 
of the disciples, restrained until then by the pres- 
ence of their Master and by the solemnity of the 
messianic marriage, broke forth suddenly like a 
storm. | 

Pinheiro flung himself upon the divan where 
Sabbatai had been sitting and melted into pas- 
sionate tears. The young Rabbi of Salonica 
leaned against the wall and began weeping 
quietly, while one of the Kabbalists uttered a 
wild cry and threw himself into a convulsive 
dance. 

Primo alone maintained silence. But sud- 
denly Abraham J[akhini, with a roll of parch- 
ment in his hand, appeared on the terrace. 
Primo stepped toward him and said command- 
ingly: | 

“ Return to Salonica. You are no longer 
needed.” 

At this moment, two negroes bearing a heavy 
iron coffer climbed the stairs. Arriving upon 
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the terrace they set down their load, and one of 
them held out a letter to Primo. 

It was a letter from Joseph Khelebi, wherein 
he announced that henceforth all his wealth be- 
longed to the Messiah. 


IX. 


Sabbatai remained with Sarah for three days 
without food or without seeing anyone. The 
young woman was his holy bread. Pressing her 
against his breast like a Holy Torah, he told her 
that all the commandments, all the interdictions, 
all the promises, were enclosed within her heart. 
She was the People of Israel that cried up to 
him from the depths; Min Gametzar! 

When in delicious penitence Sarah told him 
what sins she had sown along her way, he con- 
soled her with these fervent words: 

“That road alone led toward me; there was 
none other. You are now redeemed through 
me. By my breath you are purified.” 

And he clasped her more tightly in his arms 
and she pressed against him more closely until 
they were exhausted with whispers and with 
sighs. 


Having recognized Sarah, Sabbatai at last 
believed in his illimitable power, his immeasur- 
able will. He no longer feared the Sultan, for 
Sarah, sweet and enraptured, was near him. All 
her life, with its escapes, its wanderings, its sins, 
was a miracle. Melisselda, the King’s daugh- 
ter—it was she! 
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And since God had Himself inspired that won- 
derful song, Sarah was the voice of the trumpet, 
the voice of God. 

Sabbatai could now appear before his people. 
Not at Jerusalem, but rather at his natal city of 
Smyrna, where for the first time the waves of 
the sea and the birds of the air had spoken to him. 
It was there he would proclaim himself King of 
Judea and Judge of the World. Then he would 
dazzle the Sultan with his countenance, as of old 
Moses had dazzled the Pharaoh. Only then 
would he enter the Holy City, under a new sky 
and on a new earth. 

And he would lean again toward Sarah, as 
toward a spring of living water. Forgetting 
useless prayers, he could not tear himself from 
her. 

His ecstasy inflamed Sarah and, identifying 
herself with all the people of Israel, she mur- 
mured to her master: 

“‘ Do you believe that [am young? No, I am 
thousands and thousands of years old. I have 
waited for you continually. I have awaited your 
coming. I have walked through the whole uni- 
verse. My feet bear the wounds of all the stones 
of the world.” 

“Your wounds will become diamonds,” Sab- 
batai would answer, “ and the stones which have 
bruised you will become fountains. I will re- 
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kindle your soul, and I will raise you to illimit- 
able heights. I will encircle the sun with the 
dust of your roads that it may spread in rays for 
all those who in their blindness have persecuted 
you.” : 

In the arms of her husband, Sarah swore to 
fuse her soul with the soul of millions, to gather 
within her the faith of mighty centuries, the 
prayers of all despairing mothers, to be the Mes- 
siah’s people of Israel, as he had said. 


X. 


Through the Jewish communities of the East 
the news spread that Sabbatai Zevy was on his 
way toward his natal city to appear before his 
people. Throngs of pilgrims who had wandered 
sorrowfully through Turkish cities hastened to 
Smyrna. 

An excited murmur of all the languages of 
the East and West rose through the air. But 
one name alone was on all mouths: Sabbatai 
Zevy. This name was full of joy, and fear, and 
pride. It possessed the crowds like madness. 
It brightened thousands of eyes with hope; it 
trembled like a delirium on thousands of pale 
lips; it rose in a vast roar from thousands of 
parched throats. 

Day and night pilgrims besieged the house 
where the Messiah lived. Before its walls they 
stood for hours at a time, silent and motionless 
as if enchanted. They had pitched a huge camp 
in the square under the plane-trees which sur- 
rounded the house, and where they passed their 
nights of watchfulness. But no sound troubled 
the silence of the night and their yearning to see 
the face of the Messiah expressed itself only in 
plaintive murmurings. 
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It was the 9th of Ab. As dawn approached, 
the city still slept, though the camp was awake. 
Slowly, Sabbatai’s white house rose out of the 
darkness. A shimmering color of rose gave life 
to the plane-trees. Thousands of Jews, stretched 
upon the ground, their eyes open, piously con- 
templated the holy dwelling. For them it was 
the most sacred corner of the earth, more sacred 
than even Solomon’s Tabernacle. 

Some, exhausted by the violence of their emo- 
tions, lay with their foreheads pressed against 
the ground, while others squatted in groups, 
their conversations enlivened by tales ‘of the 
miracles of the messianic era. 

An old man from Hamburg murmured to a 
group of Polish Jews: 

“Off the coast of Scotland some sailors saw 
a vessel whose sails and rigging were of silk. In- 
deed, they saw it with their own eyes. The crew 
spoke the holy language of Israel. Indeed, they 
heard it with their own ears. From the mast of 
the vessel floated a flag with a shield on it which 
bore this inscription: “The Ten Tribes of 
Israel.” And everywhere this ship sailed, seven 
stars shone above it in the heaven. Night and 
day these seven stars shone.” 

A dark skinned farmer from Ispahan said to 
a Jew from Leghorn: 


THE REJECTED MESSIAH 193 


“‘In the city of the Shah lived an old Jewish 
tailor. One day while he was sewing on the 
robe of the Grand Vizier he suddenly fell sense- 
less. And thus did he remain, like a corpse. 
Not until the seventh day did he awake, and then 
he began singing, in a voice which was not his 
own, a song in praise of Sabbatai’s power upon 
earth and in heaven. Thereafterhedied. Seven 
days later a tree above his tomb put forth leaves, 
a tree which had shown no life for 70 years! 

_ “ And this tree cast an immense shadow and 
this shadow assumed the shape of a gigantic 
deer,” 

‘“‘ And what does this deer of yours prove?” 

“You must have been born among the dumb 
if you have never heard that deer in Hebrew is 
Zevy, and that Zevy is the name of our Messiah.” 

A thousand similar tales went through the 
camp. But Sabbatai’s house remained in silence. 

A young Jew from Aleppo, beside himself 
with grief, moaned: 

““How many centuries have we awaited the 
Messiah, and no one of us showed impatience! 
While I did not know that I was to live until 
this great day, I was at peace. But now that He 
is there behind the walls of that house, now that 
I know He is to appear, it would seem I should 
be more at peace than ever. What does it mat- 
ter if I must wait another day? Ahno! My, 
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soul at present is so feverish that it pours drop 
by drop from my body.” 

“Be still! Be still!” entreated a Jew from 
Adrianople. “ Be still. I am already weak.” 

A pilgrim from Amsterdam replied: 

“Tt is today that we will see him. Today, the 
oth of Ab, the day of the destruction of the 
temple of Jerusalem and of the birth of our Mes- 
siah. Such are the exact words written in the 
Talmud, that the Messiah will be born on the 
day whereon the temple was destroyed. In place 
of the Temple Transitory we will be granted the 
Temple Eternal.” 

A ‘Turkish Dervish, dozing under a plane-tree, 
suddenly rose and, after rubbing his eyes, began 
whirling round and round, chanting with monot- 
onous rhythm: 

“ Allah il Allah! Ibn Daoud! Ibn Daoud!” 

‘““ He sings the glory of our Messiah, the son 
of David,” a Jewish Turk explained to his 
neighbors. 

‘““My soul consumes itself, consumes itself,” 
moaned the young man from Aleppo. 

A man suddenly appeared upon the roof of 
Sabbatai’s house. It was Primo. He stood con- 
templating the camp. 

Perceiving a disciple of the Messiah, the pil- 
grims started up. Those who were lying, sat 
up; those who were sitting, leaped to their feet. 
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The movement of thousands of bodies sounded 
like heavy water pouring slowly over a mill 
wheel. A deep and sudden roar thundered 
through the air. 

Primo saw human streams pouring along the 
tortuous roads toward the square. They were 
pilgrims who had passed the night elsewhere, 
in market places or along the beaches. After a 
last glance over the city, and after having gazed 
toward the sun which was already rising above 
the distant houses, he bowed his head and disap- 
peared. 

‘The uproar in the square increased. The 
crowd was constantly augmented by new-comers. 
Each man asked his neighbor who was the man 
who had just appeared on the roof, and this ques- 
tion, repeated a thousand times, rumbled like 
the sound of a gigantic drum. 

The sun, rising higher, lighted every corner 
of the square. The eyes of the throng were riv- 
etted on one point—on the roof where one of 
the Messiah’s followers had revealed himself 
and disappeared. 

Time passed. Mohammedans in _ turbans 
gathered to stare with nonchalant curiosity at 
the motley throng, which from a distance seemed 
like a Persian carpet. 

The Dervish wandered through the crowd, re- 
peating his monotonous refrain: 
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“Tbn Daoud! Ibn Daoud!” 

On the roof of the Messiah’s house a man ap- 
peared followed by another, and then others 
still. Ihe one who had appeared first walked to 
the edge of the roof, holding a roll of parch- 
ment in his hand. He gestured for silence. 

Shouts of “ Silence! Silence!” were heard in 
the crowd. 

Then the sharp, dry voice of Primo rang 
through the square. 

“Whence have you come, brothers?” he 
cried. ‘‘ Whence have you come?” 

From every corner of the square shouts rose. 

“ From Aleppo.” 

“From Hamburg.” 

“From Cracow.” 

“From Jerusalem.” 

“From Leghorn.” 

“ From Salonica.” 

‘““ From Constantinople.” 

“From Lemberg.” 

“ From Ispahan.” 

“ From Amsterdam.” 

“ From Rome.” 

“From Alexandria.” 

ni Promiradua,« 

“From Montpellier.” 

“From Venice.” 

“ From Warsaw.”* 
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“From Adrianople.” 

fepeom yY emen,”’ 

Each new cry brought to Primo’s ears the 
echo of a distant country, welding in one long 
chain the links of a race dispersed throughout 
the world. It stirred the enthusiastic joy of the 
throng. Even Primo’s austere face softened in 
the sound of these many voices. 

‘ Brothers,” he cried, ‘‘ brothers hailing from 
all the lands of the great dispersion, harken.” 

He raised the parchment above his head and 
waved it. Like the sound of a flood a chorus of 
a thousand throats shouted: 

‘“‘ Harken to the words of the Messiah.” 

Primo began to read the parchment. After 
each sentence he paused and contemplated the 
camp. His voice rang with the sound of vic- 
tory. 

“‘ Sabbatai Zevy, Messiah and Liberator of the 
people, brings salvation to all the sons of Israel.” 

One might say that the words Primo uttered 
fell into men’s hearts like huge rocks falling into 
a lake of full waters. Ecstasy swept over the 
throng in immense waves. Shouts burst from a 
thousand mouths. 

“ Messiah! Messiah!” 

Primo paused a moment, then waving the 
parchment again, he continued his reading. 
Carried away by the enthusiasm of the crowd, 
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he no longer spoke the words, but intoned them, 
emphasizing their broken rhythm with move- 
ments of his body. 

“ Now that you have been able to see the great 
day wherein will be fulfilled the promise God 
has made through the mouth of his prophets, 
your sighs and groans must be changed into 
joy, your grief must changed into feasting. For 
you will weep no longer. Thus saith the Mes- 
siah Sabbatai Zevy. Rejoice! Rejoice 

“The day of the 9th of Ab, which you have 
consecrated to tears and sorrow, shall henceforth 
be the day of gladness and song. For I have 
come. Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, with all your 
hearts and voices!” 

Primo rolled up the parchment. The throng, 
overwhelmed with happiness, remained mute for 
a moment. Then its delirium broke loose. 

“* Messiah! ” 

“Messiah! Messiah! Messiah!” 

“ Messiah! Messiah!” 

“ Messiah!” | 

Thousands of supplicating hands were lifted 
toward Primo. 

‘“‘ We wish to see the Messiah.” 

‘To see the Messiah.” 

‘The Messiah.” 

At this moment Primo suddenly retired, his 
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back toward the square. ‘The men who had ac- 
companied him drew hastily to one side. 

The crowd observed this movement. Silence 
hung over them, as if they were strangled by 
the terror of anticipation. For all felt that the 
greatest of all promises was about to be fulfilled, 
that the Anointed of God was about to appear 
before them in his sacred and mysterious flesh, 
he whose very breath was sufficient to destroy or 
to create worlds. 

To many it seemed that the instant when the 
Messiah appeared would be that of their death, 
that their hearts would be incapable of sustain- 
ing it. 

Hysterical cries, immediately suppressed, here 
and there pierced the agonized and expectant 
silence. All, with both body and soul, fixed their 
eyes upon the flat roof of the house, that mag- 
netic point, that center of the earth and zenith 
of the sky. 

It was there he was to stand before them, this 
being in whom lightning flashed and Zion 
thundered, in whom flowed the calm waters of 
Eden, in whom all wisdom, all happiness, all 
holiness, and all mercy was enclosed. And this 
being was a man, flesh of their flesh, their 
brother and their liberator. In a human voice 
and in Jewish he would utter the most sacred 
words which had ever echoed through the uni- 
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verse, words the God Sabbaoth had created even 
before creation, in the whirlwinds of chaos 
which towered above the earth. 

Behold! He has come! 

The throng thrilled as a single body and then 
lapsed into the silence of stone. On the roof 
toward which their yearning eyes were gazing, 
a fan of peacock feathers had just appeared in 
the morning light. Then another, and others 
yet appeared. Behind this screen of fans there 
walked a man clad in a mantle of brown silk, 
his head covered with a dark hat bound with 
a grey veil. Beside him a woman appeared, a 
woman radiant asa black diamond. A squat and 
rotund Jew followed them. 

The man in the brown mantle held a fan be- 
fore him like a banner and advanced slowly to- 
ward the edge of the roof. The woman, dressed 
in black, attended him like a shadow. 

At the edge of the roof, the man turned to- 
ward his companion and, taking her hand ten- 
derly in his own, placed her at his rightside. He 
smiled and slowly surveyed the crowd. His 
eyes were burning with a deep, pure fire, like 
emeralds sparkling with the reflections of rubies. 
He smiled again. Peace, tranquillity, and joy 
emanated from his body. Like a dream of para- 
dise the feathers of his fan moved almost imper- 
ceptibly before him. 
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For a moment there was so profound a silence 
that all creation seemed to stand motionless, as 
if the course of the sun and the breathing of men 
had stopped. But then a light rustling sound 
rose, followed by a sharp, deep roar like hail- 
stones beating against a soil of granite. The 
throng had dropped to its knees. They had 
recognized the Messiah. 

“Hands were convulsively flung toward heaven 
and an ecstatic roar, furious, wild, indomitable, 
swept through the square. 

“ Mochiakh Adonai! Mochiakh Adonai!” 

Sabbatai, silent and composed, listened to 
these cries. He knew that through him they 
mounted to heaven, to the heavenly Father, who 
had sent him to His people broken by a thousand 
years of suffering. 

“ Mochiakh Adonai! Mochiakh Adonai!” 

Voices raised in wailing mingled with these 
wild shouts. But above them vibrated the trium- 
phant song of the young men and women of 
Smyrna, of the natal city, who were chanting the 
song of David: “ The right hand of the Lord 
is exalted; the right hand of the Lord doeth 
valiantly.” 

Sabbatai, whose heart became as one with 
those who sang, joyfully heard the song which 
rolled in waves under the blue sky, flooding the 
roof and the square. And all those standing be- 
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side him, carried away by their exaltation, joined 
in the song. 

Primo and Pinheiro sang, their eyes closed 
to express more intensely their passionate thank- 
fulness. 

Sarah, pale and trembling, her wide eyes 
burning with happiness, joined those who were 
sobbing out the words: 

“ Mochiakh Adonai! Mochiakh Adonai!” 

The Messiah stretched forth his hands and 
blessed the prostrate throng. Then raising his 
right arm he commanded them to stand. The 
people rose in silence. Sabbatai, before speak- 
ing, once more contemplated the compact mass 
before him. He wished to embrace them with 
his mind and with his soul, to single out each 
individual. Thoughtfully, as if speaking to 
himself, he said: 

‘““From all the countries of the world!” 

In the limpid silence of the morning the crowd 
heard these words and trembled at their inex- 
pressible appeal. 

The Messiah raised his head and began to 
speak: 

“You have brought me your sorrows. I bring 
you joy. I do not come because of your sighs 
or because the earth is wet with your blood and 
the sky red with the flames of your burning 
houses. When your innocent blood is shed, and 
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when you cry out to heaven, the Lord covers 
Himself with a cloud that your prayers may not 
pass through. For the centuries have not ex- 
hausted your blood. If you do not endure, who 
then will endure? Who other than you could 
bear your burden without falling from weari- 
ness? The Lord has multiplied your sufferings 
but at the same time he has rendered your en- 
durance a hundred times greater. I do not weep 
for your tears. I do not suffer for your pains. 
Rejoice in your sorrow, sing in the midst of 
your wounds! God has appointed you His 
chosen and invincible people.” 

The Messiah lapsed into silence, while the 
throng acclaimed him. 

“Beloved! Beloved! Messiah!” 

Sabbatai again raised his arm for silence and 
with a warm and eloquent voice which spread 
joy among his followers he said: 

“TI am called to resurrect the song of the 
Shulamite and of Solomon which you have for- 
gotten.” 

Then turning suddenly to Sarah, he took her 
in his arms. 

“Of the Shulamite and of Solomon,” Sarah 
repeated. 

The Messiah again faced the crowd. 

“‘T have brought you the green branch of life 
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which formerly blossomed on the plains and hills 
of, Palestine... ... 1: bringyyouidite; ite 

“ Beloved Messiah! Beloved!” shouted the 
crowd, intoxicated with a new joy. 

“ T will heal your wounds, my people! I will 
fill you with a great consolation. I will en- 
velope you in a cloud of love and mercy. Re- 
joice, my people! The hour for unheard of mir- 
acles has come.” 

Sabbatai became silent as if his attention had 
been suddenly attracted by an alien sound. He 
stared in the direction of a narrow road leading 
from the farthest corner of the Square. 

The crowd, impatiently turning toward that 
point on which Sabbatai’s attention seemed to 
be fixed, observed a rider clad in a cloak striped 
with many colors. Mounted on a tall horse he 
was pushing his way through the crowd. The 
inhabitants of the city recognized him as the 
Governor of Smyrna. 

The crowd stared at Sabbatai, who was calmly 
following the progress of this official. 

‘What do you want here? ” cried threatening 
voices. 

“He speaks in the name of the Sultan,” re- 
plied the men who surrounded the Governor. 

‘““In the name of the Sultan!” 

The crowd instinctively realized that this ap- 
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pearance was of hostile purport. Boundless 
wrath seized them. 

“Drive him from the square! Drive him 
away!” they roared. 

Like a hurricane these shouts swept across the 
throng. 

“We do not recognize the authority of the 
Sultan.” 

The crowd again turned toward the Messiah, 
hoping that with a single word he would over- 
throw the Governor and his men. But instead 
of the expected words of wrath, the Messiah said 
in a gentle voice: 

“Do not threaten him. Let him come hither.” 

The crowd lapsed into obedient silence. 
Whatever it might be, any decision of the Mes- 
siah would be justified. 

Sabbatai’s command was transmitted to the 
Governor who, with a venomous smile upon his 
lips, leaped lightly from his saddle and passed 
the reins to a janissary who acted as his orderly. 

With head held high he arrogantly elbowed 
his way through the crowd. But reaching the 
center of the square he found his way blocked 
by a mass of human beings. Halting there, he 
coldly saluted Sabbatai with his hand, and an- 
nounced in a loud voice: 

“Sabbatai Zevy! His Majesty the Sultan 
commands you to leave Smyrna within three 
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days and to appear before him in Adrianople.” 

At these haughty words of the Governor, the 
mob rose in indignation. 

“We do not recognize the Sultan.” 

A hundred threatening fists were raised, and 
faces distorted with rage moved toward the of- 
ficial. He paled. 

“Do not threaten him,” said Sabbatai’s voice. 

And the crowd, whose collective desire was 
expressed through Sabbatai’s mouth, grew 
silent. 

‘““ Pashah!” said Sabbatai, and his voice was 
firm and calm. “ Tell your master that I will 
obey his command. I will appear before the 
Sultan at Adrianople. But tell him also that I 
will not do so in his name, but in the name of the 
God of Israel. Not as a prisoner nor as a sub- 
ject, but as the liberator of peoples and as 
judge.” 

“Glory to the Messiah! Glory, glory to the 
Messiah!” shouted the people. 

Disturbed by the insolent reply of Sabbatai 
Zevy (for how could he transmit such a message 
to the Sultan’), terrified by the triumphant roar 
of the mob among whom he felt like a captive, 
the Governor felt only one desire: to withdraw 
as quickly as he could from the rabble and mount 
his faithful horse. No longer arrogant, he 
saluted Sabbatai with every sign of deference. 
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“T have fulfilled my duty, Khekim,” he said 
respectfully. ‘‘ I have heard your reply and I 
will return home. 

He turned, and deafened by the cheers of the 
throng for their Messiah, he made his way safely 
to his horse. 

When the Governor had departed, Sabbatai 
remained for some time with closed eyes, listen- 
Ing to the shouting. The people were demand- 
ing that the Messiah continue with his discourse. 
Sabbatai raised his arm, and after securing 
silence, spoke to them in a voice which they had 
not yet heard, a voice which rang with passion 
and anger. The hammer of the God Sabbaoth, 
said he, would crush the pride of kings upon 
an anvil of fire. The pillars of the most high 
upon this earth would crumble and the con- 
suming pride of those who had forgotten jus- 
tice would be flung into darkness. Humility 
trampled under foot would triumph and those 
who were crushed by their burdens would raise 
cries of joy. . . . With a hand of wrath the Lord 
would strip off the old garments of men and 
clothe them in purple. Thus would His creation 
be ended. 

For a long time the Messiah spoke of the new 
heaven and the new earth, of a new man and of 
new beasts, of the viper that would loose its 
venom. 
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The people thrilled to hear him. Drunk with 
joy, in boundless exaltation, they glorified the 
Messiah who, having completed his discourse, 
departed, surrounded by his disciples. 

But as the shouts gradually weakened, they 
were replaced by a deep murmur. The throng 
swayed, separated, and finally dwindled away. 
A blazing sun already shone above the square, 
lighting the moving waves of the many-colored 
costumes. Suddenly everything stopped. Primo 
had appeared on the roof of the Messiah’s house. 

“‘ Harken, my brothers,” he cried. ‘“ Tomor- 
row Sabbatai Zevy, the Messiah, departs for 
Adrianople to slay the Great Dragon. Today 
he will divide the crowns of the Jewish Kings 
and the Prophets among the most worthy. 
Which among you is Abraham Roubioe ” 

There was no answer. 

“Abraham Roubio is not among us,” the 
crowd answered. 

“Abraham Roubio must be among you, for 
such are the words of the Messiah,” Primo in- 
sisted. i 
Again the cry was heard through the square: 

‘“Abraham Roubio! Abraham Roubio!” 

In a far corner a voice rose. 

‘““ Here! Abraham Roubio is here!” 

A lame man, who appeared to be a beggar, 
advanced painfully. But suddenly those near 
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him raised him to their shoulders and carried 
him to the house. 

“Who summons me? I am Abraham 
Roubio,” said he, bewildered. 

The throng stood breathless. 

‘“ Abraham Roubio,” said Primo, addressing 
the beggar, “the Messiah of Israel gives thee 
the crown of the King of Ossia!” 

Stupefied with astonishment, Roubio raised 
his eyes to Primo. 

“J, the King of OssiaP The crown!” 

Shouts burst from the mob. 

“Glory to Roubio! Glory to him who wears 
the crown of the King of Ossia!” 

Suddenly, triumphant ‘above the uproar, a 
voice rose from the roof of the house opposite. 
A young man, his feet bare, clothed in rags, with 
curly black hair and a long bristly beard, was 
haranguing the mob ecstatically. 

“J, Nathan of Gaza, prophet of the Lord 
God, have had avision. Verily I say unto you: 
you will see him in the refulgence of his glory 
and his omnipotence. The mighty will crumble 
to dust before him, and the weak will triumph, 
for he is the Messiah of Justice. Like a bride- 
groom he will ride into Jerusalem upon a lion 
of fire and in the jaws of the lion will burn the 
seven-headed dragon.” 
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Tormented by an evil spirit within him, he 
whirled round and round, intoning wildly: 

“The right hand of the Lord is exalted; the 
right hand of the Lord doeth valiantly.” 

And the mob, enflamed to furious passion, 
cried witha thousand voices in all the languages 
of the earth: 

‘““On to Adrianople! On to Adrianople! To 
slay the Great Dragon! On to Adrianople!” 


PART THREE. 
di 


Sleep would not descend upon Mohammed 
IV, Sultan of Turkey. He was besieged by 
troubled thoughts. 

He had left his soft couch to sit on the divan 
in his bedroom. The Grand Eunuch stood at 
his. side. He loved the Sultan, who was only 
twenty-one and very handsome. He loved him 
for his magnanimity and for his cruelty, for the 
eunuch believed that a Sultan should be both 
cruel and magnanimous. He loved him for his 
wisdom and his superstitions, for his violent 
angers and his sudden generosity. His attentive 
and obedient glance searched his master’s face 
for the expression of some desire, but the Sultan 
seemed to wish nothing his eunuch might be able 
to satisfy. 

His mournful eyes stared at the farthest cor- 
ner of his room. Painful thoughts rose to his 
mind. 

A Jew of Smyrna, the son of an egg-merchant, 
dared to disturb the peace of Ottoman cities! 
He preached insolently in synagogues and in 
public squares. He posed as the messenger of 
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the Jewish God and wished to free his people 
from all the power of all the kings upon earth, 
even to free them from his, yes, even Moham- 
med’s power. The number of the imposter’s 
followers increased with alarming rapidity. 
Turkish cities were crowded with Jews who 
came from distant lands at the summons of this 
false Messiah. 

But why were the Mohammedans alarmed by 
the appearance of this rogueP What did the 
Messiah of the Jews mean to them? Why did 
Dervishes sing his glory? 

From every evidence the Mohammedans were 
alarmed by the effrontery with which this man 
preached, by the insolent violence of his 
speeches, and the boundless audacity of his fol- 
lowers. How did they dare, the dogs! The 
whole business must be put to anend. The pre- 
tender must be executed. He must be hanged 
from the palace door in the presence of all the 
people! 

Mohammed recalled the consultation he had 
held that day with Achmet Koprili, the Grand 
Vizier. ‘The Sultan had declared that he must 
impale this disturber of the public peace. Ach- 
met had dared to protest! “It is dangerous,” 
he had murmured. “It is impossible. We are 
at war. His execution would create trouble 
among the Jews.” 
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The expression of distress on the Sultan’s face 
gave way to fury. The Grand Vizier dared to 
treat him like a ragamuffin. No, no! This 
could last no longer. 

But anger again overcame his rage. Despair 
and humiliation usurped his soul. Mohammed 
blushed for his involuntary terror. Yes, he was 
afraid of this Jew. For entire nights he had 
trembled at the very name of this man whom he 
had never seen. 

Assuming, however, he was not an imposter 
but a true prophet? The God of the Jews was 
a powerful God. He shad already sent one 
Prophet to them, and why might he not send 
another? Their authority was boundless, their 
power infinite. 

These terrifying thoughts wearied the young 
monarch. He glanced at his eunuch, who, 
realizing that his master gave him permission to 
speak, bowed and said: 

“My Lord! The young flute-player whom 
the Khedive sent you as a gift is truly inspired 
by Allah. May henotenter? The cool melodies 
of his flute will fill your sorrowful soul with 
peace: 

The Sultan nodded. A few moments later 
the old eunuch introduced an Ethiopian dressed 
in Egyptian robes. The musician bowed to the 
Sultan, and standing near the door put the flute 
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to his lips and awaited the signal to begin. The 
Grand Eunuch raised his hand. 

Music, like the gentle cooing of doves, arose. 
The flute-player thrust forward his thick, dark 
lips, wrinkled his arched and cypress-colored 
forehead, and rested his almond-shaped eyes on 
the Sultan with the faithfulness of a dog. The 
light of a crimson dawn, the carolling of golden 
birds, the crystalline murmur of brooks, all 
seemed to find life in the melody which suddenly 
filled the Sultan’s chamber. And it seemed that 
in this sweet peace there trembled the distant 
tinkling of bells, and turquoises glittered in the 
bridles of silent camels. 

In truth the flute-player was inspired by Allah 
himself, but the Sultan interrupted him with a 
gesture. The flute was lowered. Ata sign from 
the eunuch, the Ethiopian withdrew. 

“Let Koprili come here,” said the Sultan. 

The eunuch disappeared and at the end of a 
few moments Achmet Koprili appeared. He 
was a cultured, vigorous man with a bird-like 
face and the stiff carriage of a soldier. ‘The 
Grand Vizier bowed, ready to hear his master’s 
wishes. 

The Sultan remained silent for a minute, then 
in a brusque voice said: 

‘““T must question Vanni and Khekim. Have 
them sent for.” 
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“They are in the palace,” said Koprili. 
“They await the commands of your Majesty.” 

“Jn the palace?” Mohammed exclaimed, 
suspiciously. “‘ Why do they wait here so late? 
Who ordered them to stay? ” 

“They did not dare depart, knowing that 
your Majesty did not sleep,” explained the 
Vizier. 

“Very well, let them enter.” 

A few moments later the door opened noise- 
lessly and an old man of eighty years entered 
the room. He wore a short, square, white beard. 
His sharp eyes burned beneath his bushy eye- 
brows like two coals. Bent with age, he sup- 
ported himself on a crozier, but his halting walk 
bore the imprint of nobility. He was followed 
by a Jew of middle age, short, fat and wearing a 
white turban. His myopic, intelligent eyes glit- 
tered with cunning. 

Muphti Vanni, the head of the Mohammedan 
religion, spoke first. 

“’ Peace be with the Commander of the Faith- 
ful,” he said with modest dignity. 

The Sultan bowed and with a gesture invited 
him to be seated on a low divan near him. 

Khekim Pashah, the Court Physician, bowed 
in silence. 

“Vanni!” said the Sultan sharply to the 
sheik. ‘Is it true that in the sacred books of 


216 THE REJECTED MESSIAH 


the Jews there is prophesied the advent of a 
Messiah, particularly to Israel? ” 

“Yes, my Lord. It is true,” Vanni responded, 
benevolently. 

“This Messiah, or this Prophet, is called to 
liberate the people of Israel?” 

The sheik bit his lip thoughtfully and then re- 
plied: 

‘Such is announced in the sacred books of the 
Jews.” 

“In Jerusalem?” the Sultan continued his 
questioning. “That is to say, in my Empire?” 

‘Only fanatic Jews believe it,” Vanni eva- 
sively replied. 

‘““ And these books do not mention me?P”’ re- 
marked the Sultan, bitterly. “ The position of 
Grand Eunuch in the harem of the holy sultan 
of Jerusalem is not even reserved forme? What 
do you believe, you, the highest servitor of Mo- 
hammed? ” 

Vanni bowed his head and remained silent, 
troubled by the question. 

‘J am questioning you, Vanni.” 

The old sheik glanced toward the Sultan atch 
pronouncing each word slowly, he answered with 
pride: 

“The Prophet has already come and there 
will be none other. Allah is Allah, and Mo- 
hammed is his Prophet!” 
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The Sultan’s fears, however, were not en- 
tirely allayed. 

“Are these books sacred which mention the 
Messiah, Vannir ” 

“To the Jews, my Lord.” 

“ And do the Jews believe in them as devoutly 
as we believe in the Korane ” 

‘“‘ Just as devoutly, otherwise they would be- 
lieve in nothing. Only the devout can believe.” 

““ And are Mohammedans certain that every- 
thing which is written in the Koran will come 
to pass?” 

“ Everything,” the old man asserted ardently. 
“Every word to the last iota.” 

“On the other hand the Jews are not less cer- 
tain than we Mohammedans are of the truth of 
their own Koran. They alsosay: All will come 
to pass as is prophesied, even to the last iota. 
Who then is right?” 

Fear lurked in the Sultan’s eyes. He glanced 
haughtily at the sheik who gnawed his pale lips 
beneath his yellow moustache. 

“Vanni!” Mohammed cried impatiently. 

The sheik rose to his feet, and leaning upon 
his crozier he straightened up, and raising his 
eyes to heaven, he said solemnly: 

“Tt is not proper for the Commander of the 
Faithful to ask these questions. The Prophet 
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has come. There will be none other in all the 
centuries of the future.” 

He spoke, and wearily seated himself. 

The Sultan inclined his head. In his eyes 
anxiousness no longer burned. ‘There was a 
painful silence. 

‘““Khekim Pashah,” said Mohammed finally. 

“ My Lord.” 

“You were a Jew. Perhaps you will give me 
a sensible answer. What do you think of your 
blood brother from Smyrna?P ” 

As a favorite of the Sultan, Khekim Pashah 
often took liberties. He believed it necessary 
to give the conversation a lighter tone. So, 
smiling good-humoredly, he said: 

‘““T would never have thought of him had not 
he by chance attracted your Majesty’s attention. 
He is an empty dreamer. I have heard him 
mentioned. He knows how to put the supersti- 
tions of the Jews to his own profit. His influ- 
ence is based on some obscure passages in a 
number of mystical books.” 

The physician’s attitude quieted the Sultan. 
His conversation became more composed. 

‘““ Nevertheless he has not only stirred up the 
Jews, he has stirred up the Mohammedans. He 
threatens me in my capital!” 

“My Lord, people are stupid. From time to 
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time they allow themselves to be carried away 
by emotions which pass as quickly as they come.” 

““ How then will it all end, Khekime ” 

“The Jews, your Majesty, will remain rest- 
less for some time, until they suddenly realize 
that the promises of their Messiah are beyond 
all possibilities of fulfilment. May that time 
soon come! ‘Thereupon they will curse him with 
the same passion with which they now praise 
him.” 

The Sultan found Khekim’s shrewd remarks 
agreeable. Then assuming a meditative air, he 
said: 

“No, Khekim Pashah. Your words are per- 
haps wise, but they lack depth. I fear that you 
believe neither in the books of the Jews nor in 
the books of the Mohammedans.” 

“Oh, your Majesty!” 

“Yes, yes. Your soul is cold. You are a 
eunuch of faith, Khekim Pashah.” 

In Mohammed’s voice there was neither sor- 
row nor reproach. His mind had arrived at a 
conclusion. 

“‘ Achmet Koprili,” said the Sultan, turning to 
the Grand Vizier. ‘“ Sabbatai must be put to 
death. You must bring me his head.” 

A painful silence of disapprobation greeted 
the Sultan’s command. Then, as the eyes of the 
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Padishah were upon him, Achmet Koprili took 
a step forward and said in a firm voice: 

“My Lord! The news of the execution of the 
false prophet would only make your enemies 
happy. Leave him alone for a while. . . .” 

‘Perhaps, perhaps,” said the Sultan myste- 
riously. ‘ Let my crown be brought to me.” 

“T obey, my Lord.” 

The Vizier departed. A few moments 
dragged past. Two janissaries finally entered, 
carrying a marble table on which rested a golden 
crown studded with precious stones. 

“Place it there before me,” the Sultan com- 
manded. 

When the janissaries had left, he rose, and 
drawing himself up to his full height he pointed 
his finger at the crown and said with bitterness: 

“Grand Vizier, if it is impossible for you to 
carry the head of the Jew of Smyrna to my 
crown, take the crown and place it upon his 
head.” 

“Omnipotent Master!” 

But the Sultan did not hear him. He burst 
forth in anger. 

‘“‘ Let my command be executed. I must have 
peace and rest. J must have light by day and 
sleep by night. Vanni,” he continued turning 
brusquely to the sheik, “ if this man is the Mes- 
siah and if he is put to death, will the prophecies 
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of the books of the Jews be fulfilled? Will an- 
other prophet come in his place?” 

“You cannot put him to death, if he is the 
Messiah,” replied the sheik’s quiet voice. 

“Very well, we shall see whether or not he is 
the Messiah. We shall see,” repeated the Sul- 
tan nervously. 

‘The dead are mightier than the living,” said 
Vanni. 

The remark of the old servitor of Allah 
frightened the young monarch. In the depth of 
his soul he already trembled at the thought of 
death. In Vanni’s remark he felt a fearful 
threat against his peace if the Jew of Smyrna 
were executed. He already hesitated, but a wil- 
full obstinacy still drove him on. 

“Tt is indeed strange that a Sultan dares not 
touch a single hair on the head of a Smyrna 
Jew,” he exclaimed with irritation. ‘‘ The Sul- 
tan must trouble himself about everyone, every- 
one. About every dog in his capital. And yet 
no one need trouble himself about the Sultan!” 

Khekim Pashah, having observed a note of 
hesitancy in the voice of his master, realized that 
the Sultan was slowly yielding and that his anger 
was no longer directed against anything except 
his own weak will. The moment seemed pro- 
pitious for him to intervene. He stepped for- 
ward and said briefly: 
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“My Lord!” 

‘“‘ Speak!” said the Sultan drily. 

“There is a way of depriving Sabbatai of life 
without putting him to death.” 

“Speak more clearly, without ambiguities,” 
said the Sultan frowning. 

4 Sabbatai Zevy must embrace Mohammed- 
anism,” said Khekim casually. 

“ Are you in your right mind, Khekim?” 
asked the Sultan, utterly astonished. 

“Listen to him, your Majesty,” interposed 
Vanni. 

“‘ Speak,” said the Sultan with a smile. | 

Khekim Pashah felt that he was victorious. 
In an easy, almost happy manner, he continued. 

“Command him to be imprisoned in some 
castle near Adrianople. I will visit him, for I 
know how he must be approached. I will lay 
snares to trap him for you. He shall wear the 
turban, I warrant it upon the oath of your 
mercy.” 

“Tt is a wise plan,” Vanni interposed again. 
““A Mohammedan cannot be the Messiah of 
the Jews.” 

“Ts that true, Khekime ” 

“As true as the fact that no one other than 
you can be the Commander of the Faithful. The 
Jewish people will turn against their Messiah 
should he wear the turban.” 
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The Grand Vizier put in his word. 

‘Command Khekim to carry out his plan.” 

The Sultan remained silent for a moment, then 
with a joyful smile he said: 

“Do as you have suggested, Khekim. I have 
confidence in you. Here is my ring as a token 
of my faith.” 

He drew the ring from his finger and held it 
toward Khekim who received it with a low bow. 

The Sultan’s face was happy and animated. 

“T will shower you with gifts!” said he. 
““T will give you an entire harem.” 

He rose, and with a friendly gesture informed 
the three men that they could depart. After 
having bowed, the dignitaries moved to the door. 

“Achmet!” exclaimed the Sultan to the 
Grand Vizier. 

Koprili halted. 

Mohammed took a costly sabre from the wall. 

“And this is for you, my Koprili!” 

“IT am unworthy of such munificence.” 

meake it, take it!” 

And in a low voice he added, holding the 
gift toward him: 

‘“‘ But take heed that the man is confined hon- 
orably.” 

Koprili bowed. 

Alone, Mohammed for some little time re- 
mained in meditation. 
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“ At last,” he whispered to himself, “ all is 
well. Perhaps I shall sleep.” 

For the dread spectre of the Messiah had 
vanished before the hopes raised by his astute 
physician. ) 


II. 


The appearance of the Governor on horse- 
back, his arrogance, and his escape from punish- 
ment, dismayed Sarah. Without doubt the Mes- 
siah’s composure had been majestic; his reply 
ringing proud and magnificent had filled the 
people with enthusiasm and the emissary of the 
Sultan with confuson. But did not Sabbatai 
command the thunder? Why had he not mani- 
fested his omnipotence at that very instant in the 
square? 

Sarah, although she well knew that, since no 
unbelievers had been present in the throng, a 
miracle had not been necessary on this occasion, 
nevertheless bore in her heart a feeling of vague 
sorrow which vanished only during those mo- 
ments of dazzling triumph on the road from 
Smyrna to Adrianople, when new throngs joined 
the caravan singing hymns in praise of the Mes- 
siah. 

She secretly questioned the face of her hus- 
band and with elation read in his eyes a clear, 
a jubilant, an inextinguishable faith. This same 
faith shone in every step and in every gesture 
of the good Pinheiro, whose face glowed with 
as calm a fervor as that which shone upon the 
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rude features of the proud and austere Primo. 
Sarah avidly listened to the psalms rising trium- 
phantly from their nomadic camp with which 
they accompanied their long marches. ‘There 
was no shadow of doubt in the soul of the people. 

It was not a cruel people that marched with 
her Messiah. Before him, behind, to his right 
and left, they surrounded him on all sides with 
the fire of faith and love. But it was a childish 
people, simple, sensitive, credulous. A moun- 
tain of granite! 

Near Adrianople the Jews set up their camp 
in a green meadow, checkered with scarlet 
flowers. It was a sunny day in September. In 
the distance lay the city, while rising above it 
against the delicate blue sky were slender min- 
arets, the symbols of an old world these men 
were marching on to overthrow. And because 
they marched on unarmed and because their vic- 
tory seemed certain and as natural as the words 
of a prayer, they contemplated these sanctuaries 
of an alien faith with neither scorn nor anger. 

Absorbed by their life of mysticism, their 
thoughts touched nothing of the sensible world. 
The concrete forms of existence meant nothing 
to them. They felt themselves to be under the 
dominance of the effective, though immaterial, 
power of thought. The real world only at- 
tracted their attention in so far as it, by an un- 
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happy chance, penetrated within the magic 
circle which enclosed them. 

Thus their attention was directed toward a 
troop of horsemen who, in the golden dust of 
the sun, were riding toward them from the city. 
The hoofs of the neighing horses rang musically 
along the road. The leader of the troop, riding 
apart, was clad in a golden tunic and a turban. 
A short distance behind him, with head-dresses 
peaked in front, armed with spears, and mounted 
on splendid horses, rode ten warriors. 

At about fifty paces from the camp the leader 
reined in his horse, and turning to his men, com- 
manded them to advance no farther. 

As for him, he trotted his horse forward a 
short distance, then leaping from his saddle, he 
drew himself up to his full height and surveyed 
the throng as if welcoming them. (By chance 
he distinguished a shoe-maker from Adrianople 
whom he recognized. 

“Ah, Mordecai!” he exclaimed familiarly. 
‘So you are here, you also. I am happy to see 
you. Lead me to the Messiah.” 

He pronounced the word Messiah with dis- 
creet respect, but in his eyes there gleamed for 
an instant an ironic smile. 

Mordecai, knowing the Court Physician as 
a renegade Jew, considered him with indifferent 
contempt, shrugged his shoulders, and frowned. 
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He wished to avoid a meeting with him, for he 
had no desire to enter into conversation with this 
outcast who uttered the holy name of the Mes- 
siah as if he were talking of a cadi or a kaima- 
kam. But he suddenly recalled the composure 
with which Sabbatai had faced another official 
at Smyrna, who was, like Khekim, a slave of 
the Sultan. After reflecting a moment he said 
drily: 

“Will the Pashah wait a momente I will 
speak to Moses Pinheiro.” 

Without again glancing at the Court Phy- 
sician he hobbled off toward the center of camp. 

Khekim Pashah stood waiting. The attitude 
of Mordecai, who had heretofore always bowed 
to earth to greet him, amused, but did not as- 
tonish him. Khekim, as a former Jew, realized 
that under the Messiah’s wing this shoe-maker 
regarded him, the favorite of the Sultan, if not 
with condescension, at least with commisera- 
tion as a man who had forfeited his share in 
the future world. 

After a moment or two, Moses Pinheiro, led 
by Mordecai, approached Khekim Pashah. At 
the first glance the Kabbalist, recognizing this 
Turkish dignitary as a Jew, was filled with con- 
fusion. He did not know what attitude to take, 
whether to treat him as a friend or as an enemy. 
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Khekim Pashah hastened to relieve him of his 
perplexity. 

“In the name of his Majesty the Sultan, I 
have come to greet your leader, Sabbatai Zevy. 
May I see hime I am the Sultan’s physician, 
Khekim Pashah.” 

This introduction, prepared in advance, and 
the friendly tone in which it was uttered, had its 
effect. The Kabbalist pointed out the way and 
begged him with a cold gesture to walk before 
him. The Pashah obeyed. Pinheiro followed 
close behind. 

The day was warm. The people lying in the 
cool deep grass were refreshing themselves in 
the breeze which blew through the valley. 
Many were stretched on the ground, worn out 
with their travels; others squatted against the 
trees nibbling at dry seeds, while others mum- 
bled prayers. Here and there tents were pitched, 
and asses, mules, loaded camels, crouched on 
the ground asleep. Although the camp was at 
rest one could feel the vibration of its vast life. 

Khekim Pashah and Pinheiro, making their 
way through the groups of men, attracted a si- 
lentattention. The fact that the Turk was accom- 
panied by Pinheiro made the presence of an infi- 
‘del among Jews appear legitimate. They 
imagined that the arrival of this dignitary from 
Adrianople was in some way connected with 
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the approaching appearance of Sabbatai Zevy 
before the Sultan and that he came in answer to 
the Messiah’s request. For this reason many of 
them rose at the approach of Khekim Pashah to 
make way for him. 

‘As the Court Physician entered farther into 
the camp, a strange emotion possessed him. All 
these men around him were his brothers in 
blood, who practised the religion of his ances- 
tors, of his father and grandfather. He had 
abandoned them, he had embraced an alien 
faith, had acquired fortune and power. Ofh- 
cials trembled before him and the wealthy of 
Adrianople sought his company. 

The dream of these Jews to overthrow the 
fortress of Islam and to raise the shield of David 
above it was sheer madness. ‘Their attempt 
would end in catastrophe. 

But why did the sight of these concrete sym- 
bols of their madness—this camp, these tents, 
these asses, these saddle-packs, these pilgrim 
staffs—why did they awaken in his heart not 
that pity which one might bear toward simple- 
minded dreamers who were helpless as children, 
but rather a nostalgia, a nostalgia without hope, 
a sorrow for himself and his past life? 

Why had the words he had addressed to Mor- 
decai, this poor shoe-maker who considered him- 
self a prince of Israel, why did the irony of these 
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words suddenly seem miserable and unworthy? 
Yes, yes, this weakness was ridiculous, but why 
was he so profoundly troubled by it, why was 
he, the crafty favorite of the Padishah, filled 
with the sorrow of an orphanP 

Moses Pinheiro halted. They had reached 
the center of the camp. Pitched upon a rise 
in the meadow, and surrounded by silence, was 
a small white tent whose entrance was curtained 
with a dark Persian carpet. Khekim surmised 
that this was Sabbatai’s headquarters. 

“The Pashah will please wait here. I will 
inform the Messiah that the Pashah desires to 
see him,” said Pinheiro. 

He disappeared. At the end of a few moments 
the rug was drawn aside and Pinheiro raised his 
hand for Khekim to enter. 

With his heart pounding beneath his golden 
tunic, the physician entered the tent. He re- 
spectfully saluted the master of the tent, after 
the manner of the Turks, by touching his fore- 
head and his breast with his hand. Sabbatai 
responded with a slight nod. He remained 
seated on a low dais of carpets, while on a 
similar dais sat a young woman of extreme 
beauty. Khekim Pashah hastened to bow to her, 
but she remained motionless, as if she had not 
noticed his greeting. ‘The physician felt her 
sharp and hostile eyes upon him. 
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Having mastered an emotion which deep in 
his heart he regarded as shameful, the Court 
Physician announced in a tone of quiet dignity: 

“My Lord, his Majesty the Commander of 
the Faithful, has desired me to transmit his 
greetings to you.” 

He remained silent a moment, hoping that he 
would be answered. But Sabbatai, maintaining 
his silence, considered the Pashah coolly. 
Khekim, wounded, meanwhile continued in the 
same quiet and respectful voice: 

“You know that the Padishah desires to see 
you in Adrianople. But you cannot appear be- 
fore him for seven days. The Sultan is occu- 
pied with military affairs. At some distance 
from here there is a castle of seven towers. His 
Majesty has commanded me to advise you that 
a temporary shelter awaits you there, for you 
and your disciples.” 

He paused, trying to observe on Sabbatai’s 
face some sign of assent or refusal. The features 
of the leader, however, remained indecipherable. 
Khekim Pashah, embittered by the silence, 
longed to humiliate Sabbatai in his turn. 

‘“‘Sabbatai Zevy,” he added frigidly, “let it 
be known to you that such is the inflexible will 
of the Sultan. You must repair to the castle of 
the Seven Towers.” 

The words of the Turk dismayed Sarah, for 
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she felt they embodied an explicit command. 
She raised her eyes to Sabbatai, but he, sitting 
calmly, continued in silence. 

Khekim felt a sudden hate for this man with 
his strange invincible face, for this arrogant 
wanderer who dared to treat him, Khekim 
Pashah, emissary of the Sultan, like a Haroun- 
al-Rachid! He feared he might give way to 
anger and thus defeat all his diplomatic plans. 

Passing off this new affront with a ceremonious 
bow, he asked: 

“What must I receive as your answer to the 
Sultan? ” 

Sabbatai stirred. His eyes flamed with a deep 
and vivid fire and Khekim Pasha, feeling he 
was about to speak, was mastered again by emo- 
tion. But his emotion this time was not that 
which had surged through him when he had 
entered the camp; this time it was that of a 
courtier. ‘This incomprehensible man before 
him was majestic in both his movements and in 
his silence; on his lips depended all the Sultan’s 
future attitude toward the physician. What 
was he about to say? 

“ What is your name?” asked Sabbatai. 

Khekim trembled. Once again did this Jew 
of Smyrna humiliate him by his undeniable maj- 
esty and authority. Only great Caliphs asked 
questions as he did. He was troubled by Sab- 
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batai’s marvellous voice and by its perfect de- 
tachment from the things of this world. There 
was in his heart neither curiosity, nor indecision, 
nor impatience, nor anger; not a single echo of 
worldly emotion. 

“T am called Khekim Pashah.” | 

“JT did not ask that name. What was your 
name among the Jews?” 

This time Khekim heard something like scorn 
in Sabbatai’s voice. 

“Gideon,” he replied in spite of himself. 

And he blushed. 

‘““Gideon!” said Sabbatai’s voice, marvel- 
lously free from all earthly things. “ Tell the 
Sultan that Sabbatai Zevy will go to the castle 
of the Seven Towers. Tell him that as my an- 
swer. But from you, Khekim Pashah, tell him 
this: By cunning flattery I have lured the Mes- 
siah of the Jews into the castle of the Seven 
Towers and he is now your prisoner. Do not 
forget. Go!” 

He waved his hand in the direction of the 
door. Pinheiro hastened to pull aside the cur- 
tain and Khekim Pashah, having forgotten to 
bow farewell, departed crushed and humiliated. 
An ardent hate for Sabbatai rankled within 
him, but even while hating him, in spite of him- 
self, he realized the impostor was a rival worthy 
of the Sultan. 
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When the curtain had dropped back across 
the entrance of the tent, Sarah rose and, throw- 
ing herself at Sabbatai’s feet, cried distractedly: 

“Why did you not crush him with a word? 
Why has he departed unpunished? ” 

“Tt was not necessary,” Sabbatai replied 
quietly. 

‘“‘ Sabbatai,” Sarah pleaded, “consume my 
soul with miracles. Consume it. I am dying of 
thirst. O Sabbatai! Sabbatai!” 

He took her to his bosom and replied tenderly: 

‘““ My power is boundless, Sarah. From the 
moment when [ saw you in Cairo, my faith be- 
came stronger than the mountains of Judea. The 
miracles of Moses in Egypt will be eclipsed by 
mine, and you will see them with your own 
eyes.” 


IIT: 


The rooms of the castle of the Seven Towers 
in which Sabbatai and his disciples had been in- 
stalled were furnished with a magnificence 
which irritated Sarah. She longed for the hum- 
ble sanctity of a poor Jewish home. 

This pagan luxury also plunged Pinheiro and 
Primo into dejection, but they dared not com- 
plain when they observed the indifference of 
their master to his surroundings. Their passion- 
ate souls clung to the hope of a cataclysm, that 
is to say, of the Great Commencement when two 
worlds would clash in unequal combat, and when 
the terrestrial powers would bow before the 
might of the word of God. 

The commander of the castle had received or- 
ders to in no way restrict the Jew of Smyrna and 
to obey him in everything. ‘The castle crowned 
a little hill, at the foot of which lay a peaceful 
valley. The commander did not forbid Sab- 
batai’s followers to pitch their camp there. 
Communication was free, the pilgrims were 
allowed to see their master. 

The windows of the castle looked out over 
the valley. From them Sabbatai could not only 
look down upon his people, but he could speak 
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to them and everyone was able to see and hear 
his Messiah distinctly. 

The Sultan’s command that ‘he should be 
confined honorably ” was executed to the letter 
by the Grand Vizier. The Jews of the camp and 
the Commander of the castle had no reason to 
believe that Sabbatai was not the Sultan’s guest. 
Only Sabbatai, and Sarah who vaguely guessed 
it, realized that he was a prisoner. 

‘But while Sarah suffered from this disguised 
captivity, Sabbatai rejoiced in his humiliation, 
solely regretting that it was secret. For he de- 
sired another kind of prison, a real one with cells 
and chains. He wished that his people might 
complain and doubt him. He desired a tem- 
porary debasement that he might break forth 
free in boundless splendor as the Appointed One. 

But the people did not doubt. An ocean of 
faith surged against the castle walls. Like 
waves the cries of the throng beat against the 
castle, ebbed and returned again, rising to fling 
the foaming billows of their inexhaustible en- 
thusiasm against Sabbatai’s windows. 

The people had faith. Through stone and 
iron it bore their burning souls onward. 

Sabbatai observed that Sarah was sorrowful 
and he told himself that this sorrow was only a 
prayer for the great miracle to arrive. One day 
he had called her “ the people of Israel crying 
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out of the depths.” Now he asked himself if, 
like her, the people deep in their faithful hearts 
did not mourn and did not in secret implore him 
for miracles? ‘This thought was sweet and pleas- 
ant to him. 


Sabbatai, stretched upon the floor of his cham- 
ber, was praying when Sarah entered. Seeing 
him in prayer, she wished to withdraw, but he, 
becoming conscious of her presence, rose to his 
feet and said joyfully: 

Vie m alia: 

Sarah, panting, whispered some secret news 
to him. 

‘Primo says that terror reigns in the palace 
of the Sultan. He trembles and fears his 
servants.” 

Sabbatai heard the excited words of Sarah, 
but said nothing. He stared into her eyes and 
read within them the prayer the young woman 
murmured from dawn to evening: 

“‘ Dazzle the world with your miracles. Con- 
sume my soul with them!” 

He took her hand and in the same voice and 
with almost the same words he had uttered under 
the tent after the departure of Khekim Pashah, 
he said: 

‘‘ Sarah, the faith of these people will be justi- 
fied in such a manner that all those who even now 
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believe boundlessly will say: We have not be- 
lieved sufficiently. They will see miracles which 
are unknown to our sacred books and to the his- 
tory of our race. The hopes of centuries will 
be fulfilled.” 

Then suddenly changing the tone of his voice 
to one of impatience, he said: 

“Go! Leave me to myself. I await a mes- 
senger from over there, from the court.” 

“T am going.” 

But as she turned to leave, her hungry eyes, 
like those of a child, pleaded: 

“Consume my soul... .” 

iroroarah }?’ 

She left. Sabbatai remained deep in medita- 
tion. He reflected that this old and yet mar- 
vellously young people required miracles as a 
daily bread for their faith. He wished to touch 
theirsoul. Stepping to the window, he opened it 
and stretched his arms over the camp in bene- 
diction. Silence prevailed for a moment, then 
tumultous cries rose: 

“ Messiah! Liberator! Beloved!” 

When Sabbatai had satisfied his yearning to 
communicate with his people and had satisfied 
the yearning of the people to communicate with 
the Messiah, he turned from the window and 
beheld Khekim Pashah upon the threshold of 
the door. It was the fifth day of his captivity 
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and until then the physician had not visited him. 

Khekim counted upon the effect of an unex- 
pected visit, but Sabbatai showed no surprise. 
He closed the window. 

“TI have awaited you,” said he, in that ethereal 
voice the physician knew well and feared so 
greatly. 

_Khekim Pashah took a few steps forward, 
paused, and said slowly: 

“The Sultan is merciful.” 

Sabbatai said nothing. 

“The Commander of the Faithful is full of 
mercy,” said Khekim more rapidly, resolved to 
tear Sabbatai from his silence, even if it required 
insolence to do so. “ Without his mercy those 
shouts would have long since been stilled, and 
that mob would have long since been dispersed.” 

Sabbatai glanced sharply at the physician. 

‘““T do not wait the Sultan’s indulgence,” he 
said with restrained anger. “I await punish- 
ment for my audacity, for these shouts, for this 
throng, for all this people.” 

“Tt will come, Sabbatai Zevy, it will come. 
When our master is persuaded that you are as 
mad as this rabble, punishment will come.” 

There was an ill-disguised menace in the 
Pashah’s voice. ‘The face of Sabbatai clouded 
with sorrow. 

‘You are a man of my own blood,” said he. 
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‘“‘ Ts it not because of this the Sultan has sent you 
to utter his threatsP Speak! I am listening. 
What does the Padishah expect of me?” 

In the weary voice of the prisoner, Khekim 
divined a note of pity for him. He was touched 
by it. For an instant he forgot his hatred for 
this man who now seemed so helpless. 

‘““T am not an emissary of hate, Sabbatai 
Zevy,’ said he. ‘I am sent by kindness and 
mercy. Retract your wild promises, strip off 
your impossible illusions. Say that you have 
been the victim of a fevered imagination, that you 
have been poisoned by the madness of fanatic 
books. Only in this way can you save yourself 
and your people. Ah, Sabbatai! If you could 
but dream of the terrible tortures which await 
them when the patience of our young sovereign 
surrenders to righteous anger.” 

He held his arms toward Sabbatai in a gesture 
of pleading. 

‘““Have mercy on yourself. Have mercy on 
your people.” 

There was emotion in the physician’s plea. 
His selfish interest as a courtier had here coin- 
cided with his instincts. He still bore friend- 
ship toward the followers of his abandoned re- 
ligion and defended them before the authorities 
when defense was necessary. 

“ How do you dare speak of a people whom 
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you have betrayed, whom you have bartered for 
the golden palace of the Sultan!” 

There was no longer pity in the scorn which 
suddenly burst from Sabbatai. 

‘“‘ Speak of me,” he continued, “to whom the 
Sultan has sent you as emissary.” 

hehe emissary of the Sultan can speak of what 
he pleases.” 

Full of anger and hate, Khekim stepped nearer 
to Sabbatai and cried: 

‘Tt is you, you who have forgotten your peo- 
ple when you filled them with the contagion of 
your madness. It was you who betrayed them 
when you urged them along the path of the 
treason they will soon expiate in pain and blood. 
It is you, you, the criminal, who has ruined his 
people. Yes, itis because I am a Jew that I have 
come. Yes, because I am a Jew the Sultan has 
permitted me to save you from shameful death 
by opening an honorable door to your escape. 
Go, repent, wait upon the Sultan while there 
is still time. Go, Go! Persist no longer in your 
madness! ” | 

Breathless, Khekim paused. He stepped to 
the window and looked down at the camp with 
evident emotion. It was also evident, however, 
that he was well satisfied with himself. He had 
at last spoken to the fanatic as Khekim Pashah 
should, with a consciousness of his own power 
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and superiority. He ascribed the extraordi- 
nary emotion with which Sabbatai had listened 
to his speech to the manifestation of these two 
qualities. 

Sabbatai had remained standing near the wall, 
which was hung with a red tapestry. He was 
pale, his large eyes were wide open, as if they 
were focused within himself. He was murmur- 
ing something. 

“Yes, yes,” the physician heard him say, for 
his muttering had suddenly broken forth into 
vehemence. ‘ Yes, yes. It must be even so, 
even so. The traitor must invoke treason. The 
renegade must preach apostasy. It is the hand 
of God. Two forces, the two powers, must clash 
at the final moment. Satan must rise from the 
depths of the Jewish soul with words of seduc- 
tion upon his lips. My blood brother is the 
servant of Satan.” 

And raising his eyes to Khekim Pashah, eyes 
flaming with mystic ecstasy, he cried: 

“Tell me, do you understand the monstrosity 
of your enterprise, the secret meaning of your 
appearance before the Jewish Messiah, you, the 
renegade Jew?P Speak! What torments await 
mee What does the Pharaoh of Adrianople 
prepare for the Messiah of the Jews? How 
many torments will there be? Ten? Twenty? 
A hundred?” 
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Khekim now understood that he had been mis- 
taken in ascribing Sabbatai’s emotion to his 
speech, but the anger of his adversary cheered 
him. It was the majestic composure of the 
Smyrna Jew he dreaded most. The time was 
propitious for him to lay his snares. 

‘“‘ More terrible tortures than those of Egypt 
will be found in Adrianople,” he replied with 
cold sarcasm. ‘‘’Tomorrow you shall appear in 
the castle garden before the Sultan. He will 
propose a test to you. Convince him that you 
are the Messiah of the Jews, the messenger of 
God. Not until then will I understand the 
“secret meaning’ of my coming to you. In the 
meantime, however, prepare yourself for the in- 
terview tomorrow. Gather all your power. I 
say to you, if the Sultan is less credulous than 
the Pharaoh, Adrianople is more ingenious than 
‘Thebes. It remains for you to prove that you 
are mightier than Moses. Prepare. The test 
will not be easy. Farewell until tomorrow.” 

Having bowed casually he departed, com- 
pletely satisfied with the interview. 

He was definitely convinced that Sabbatai 
sincerely believed in his messianic mission and 
in his supernatural power. Such a belief was 
agreeable to his plans. 

“At the hour of trial,’ thought he, ‘ Sab- 
batai Zevy will not seek an escape in death, that 
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last refuge of those who are dubious of victory. 
Neither will he submit to a physical test, but 
he will blindly accept a spiritual one to which 
he will inevitably succumb. Thus while escap- 
ing actual death, he will be shorn of power.” 

It was this Khekim Pashah had promised his 
sovereign. 


Sabbatai’s exaltation did not subside with the 
departure of the Sultan’s envoy. On the con- 
trary it rose each minute and soon reached its 
supreme height. Only one night separated him 
from the climax of his career, from universal tri- 
umph. Tomorrow! 

The twilight thickened. The evening star 
twinkled in the sky. It was the hour of prayer, 
but Sabbatai did not pray. 

Each evening for thousands of years Jews in 
all the countries of the earth had, at this same 
violet hour, murmured the same mystic words. 
But now these words of prayer were vitiated, 
their fire was quenched. 

It was not these prayers that Sabbatai longed 
for in this last twilight of the old sun which was 
now sinking in the west forever. The ardor of 
fire-breathing mountains, the fury of the tem- 
pest-lashed sea, the lightning of Sabbaoth’s 
wheel—it was these Sabbatai longed to enshrine 
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within his prayers on this evening which bore 
the destiny of the world within its bosom. 

He did not pray. Prayers were not necessary, 
but rather a hymn of triumph sung, not under 
the shadows of castle walls, but in the vast spaces 
of the universe! Sung by the mingled voices of 
all the men upon earth, living, dead, and those 
to be born, by all living creatures! A hymn of 
the East and West, the South and North! A 
hymn rising above the mountains, valleys, 
chasms, above the earth and sea, above the dark- 
ness and the stars! | 

Sabbatai prostrated himself and lay motion- 
less. Not a muscle of his body moved, his 
breathing was inaudible. He lay outstretched 
like a corpse the soul has abandoned. 

Under the window in the calm of evening a 
thousand varied voices rose from the camp, but 
Sabbatai did not hear them. His soul, which 
had detached itself from earth, was enthralled 
by other sounds. 

Amid the splendor of fire, he saw the invisible 
throne of the God Sabbaoth borne up by the 
blue ether and voyaging through the infinite of 
the celestial spheres. Above a sea of dark clouds 
smoked an endless expanse of glowing waves. 
They coiled and uncoiled in spirals, hurling 
themselves with the sound of thunder toward the 
trembling stars which they bore upward on their 
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crests. A shudder ran from star to star and di- 
vine messengers soaring on bright wings car- 
ried the dread tidings from world to world and 
the deep heart of the earth rose and quivered 
with interior fires. 

“Tomorrow! Tomorrow!” 

Sabbatai returned to consciousness. When he 
had fully recovered his senses he felt a longing 
to see Sarah, the dove, the daughter of the earth, 
the woman his wife, who had come to him out of 
the depths of corruption at a sign from God. 
She was the spark which had illumined his extin- 
guished soul. She was the people of Israel cry- 
ing from the depths. Sanctified by his holiness 
she was as pure and holy as the ark of the syna- 
gogue of Smyrna, where he for the first time 
had become one with God. 

He rose, and started toward Sarah’s room 
when he heard her call him. 

“ Sabbatai! ” 

She was in a corner of the room, hidden in 
shadows. She was with him here when his vi- 
sions had carried him beyond. 

“iSarah!”’ 

She ran toward him. They sat side by side on 
a little divan. In the darkness pierced only by 
the clear light of the stars, he took her in his 
arms, and she clasped him to her breast. The 
two remained silent. He murmured that single 
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word which had any meaning for him in the 
world of sounds: 

“Tomorrow!” 

She understood. Tomorrow his promise 
would be fulfilled. ‘Tomorrow her soul would 
be consumed with miracles. ? 

For a long time they sat motionless, a single 
being formed of two bodies, the sky and earth 
fused into one, the Messiah and his people who 
had found each other. Between their souls 
flowed a mystic terror and happiness. 

‘“And if he must be slain with a word, will 
you slay hime” Sarah whispered, suddenly. 

“Thou shalt not kill,” said Sabbatai. 

They lapsed into silence again. 

‘And if you must halt the motion of the sun, 
will you halt it?’ Sarah whispered. 

“The sun already has been stopped above 
Gibeon.” 

Once more there was silence. 

‘“And if they send you to the burning, fiery 
furnace, will you gor” 

‘That has already happened to three Jews in 
Babylon.” 

Sarah clung more closely to Sabbatai’s body. 

Suddenly he drew away from her, and taking 
her hand in his, he said sternly: 

‘“Remember the time when you wandered 
through foreign cities and yielded your body to 
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the lusts of men. Remember the time when you 
had forgotten my name and when you dragged 
your weary way along the high roads, abandon- 
ing all hope, despising yourself and saying: 
There is no God. But God was with you in the 
darkness and by unknown ways led you to the 
light. Lowly, you came to me, lowly you came 
with the dust of burning roads upon you, and 
you spoke of holy tombs, of innocent blood shed 
by assassins. J took you to me, I loved you, I 
have kept you, I have made you holy. In the 
throng of heavenly stars your name shines, yours, 
the betrothed of the Messiah; Melisselda the 
King’s daughter! 

“‘ Because I have not condemned you nor re- 
pulsed you, you have become for me a chalice 
of blessedness, an amphora of light, a well- 
spring of strength. Because I did not condemn 
you, the Lord upon the day of your coming 
stretched his right hand to me and commanded 
me to go forth. 

“It is for this reason that the sun of Justice 
will illumine the kingdom of tomorrow and man 
will be made new through the breath of mercy.” 

Sabbatai’s voice became more tender. 

“My beloved! My soul has elected you to 
all eternity and you alone will be with me when 
the hour strikes.” 

In a transport of love he again took Sarah in 


250 THE REJECTED MESSIAH 


his arms and saw, in the pale light of dawn, his 
stern and tender words trembling silently in 
her large, wild eyes.. 

When Sarah and Sabbatai at last arose, the 
horizon was already colored. Sabbatai desired 
to be alone. | 

Turning to the east, the Messiah gathered his 
strength, and closing his eyes, he murmured: 

“ Lord, my God! Lord! My God, Lord, my 
God! Lord, my God!” 

His soul could find no other words. He re- 
peated this prayer ceaselessly, each time more 
deeply, more desperately, more passionately, 
until in a mad ecstasy, his body swaying, he beat 
his breast with his fists. 

“Lord, my God! Lord! My God!” 

The new day was awakening. 


<a 


IV. 


That morning the camp called for the Mes- 
siah more persistently than usual. Many times 
did Sabbatai have to reply to the shouts of the 
throng by appearing at the window. 

He imagined that the people were asking for 
their daily bread—a miracle, and with joy he 
thought that he was about to appease their cen- 
tury-old hunger. 

He prepared to meet the Sultan. 

Primo brought him a mantle of scarlet silk 
and the rich fan of peacock feathers the Mes- 
siah loved, but Sabbatai this time refused the 
mantle and the fan. He preferred to dress in a 
grey caftan and a simple fur hat, the costume of 
Polish Jews and of Sarah’s brothers, who had 
been martyrs of hate and violence. He wished 
to appear before the most powerful of earthly 
kings in the garb of poverty and humility. 

For God looks into the souls of men. 

Sabbatai asked Sarah to go with him. Primo 
and Pinheiro he commanded to remain with the 
people in the plain. Both, with deep sorrow, 
but without complaint, bowed before his de- 
cision which deprived them of satisfying that 
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desire they had for so long cherished of stand- 
ing beside the Messiah in the hour of his su- 
preme trial. | 

Khekim Pashah appeared at the castle early 
in the morning. He brought with him a large 
number of carpenters and decorators and put 
them to work in the garden. About noon a 
troop of gold-clad riders entered the castle. 
Then a second and third troop appeared. 

Khekim sent word to Sabbatai by Pinheiro 
that the Sultan would soon arrive and that he 
should be ready to come forth at his summons. 

Sarah remained in Sabbatai’s room. She was 
dressed in clothes as simple as her husband’s. 
Over her shoulders she had flung the grey shawl 
which she had worn at her first entrance into the 
house of Khelebi at Cairo. In her pale and deli- 
cate features her eyes burned with feverish 
brilliance. 

Pinheiro and Primo were also present in the 
room. ‘They had resolved not to leave Sab- 
batai until the last moment. Primo’s face was 
as always, somber and downcast; spots of red 
glowed on Pinheiro’s sallow cheeks. 

Sabbatai alone was calm. Everyone in the 
room was profoundly silent. 

In the camp the arrival of the horsemen had 
been noted. The people understood that the 
meeting between the Messiah and the Sultan 
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was about to take place in the castle garden. A 
terrible silence reigned over the valley. 

The exalted imagination of the throng re- 
mained powerless before the ineffable drama 
whose actors were to be a terrestrial king, a. Mes- 
siah, and God! 

A thousand eyes filled with childish pain 
watched the road over which the lords clothed 
in gold galloped on their proud horses toward 
the castle of the Seven Towers. 

The pomp of this world had not yet been 
shaken; these standards bearing the golden cres- 
cent and the star still floated triumphantly. But 
beyond, in the castle the Messiah, their brother, 
their faith, their support, their Liberator. ... 
Make haste! Make haste! 

Enveloped in a cloud of dust three nobles 
dashed by. In one of them, Joseph Khelebi, 
concealed in the crowd, recognized his old mas- 
ter and friend, Mohammed IV. 

Khekim Pashah appeared at the threshold of 
the door. 

“The Sultan summons Sabbatai Zevy!’’ he 
announced solemnly. 

Standing motionless in an attitude of expec- 
tancy he awaited Sabbatai to accompany him. 

Sabbatai slowly raised his head, glanced to- 
ward the Pashah, and then murmured half-con- 
sciously to Sarah: 
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“ You will go with me.” 

It was the third time he had asked her. 

His voice was tense. Then turning to Primo 
and Pinheiro, he said gravely: 

“And you, my beloved brothers, you must 
remain with my people. Go to them i 

Pinheiro flung himself toward Sabbatai and 
passionately kissed the hem of his caftan. Primo 
silently moved toward the door, where a moment 
later Pinheiro joined him. ‘Together they 
walked toward the silent camp, their eyes fixed 
upon the Messiah’s window. 

Sabbatai took Sarah’s hand, and looking 
straight ahead, he unhurriedly left the room. 
Khekim Pashah followed them. ~ 

Even as Sabbatai’s silence beneath the tent 
had disconcerted the physician, so did the man’s 
bearing astonish him now. It was simple, 
modest, deliberate; but there was grandeur in 
it and majesty. Only undisputed kings whose 
will no man would ever dare to thwart, strode 
on as he did. 

“The son of an egg-merchant!”’ thought he 
stupefied, forgetting even his hate for Sabbatai. 

Advancing along the paths of the magnificent 
garden, Sabbatai pressed Sarah’s right hand 
closely in his left, and felt her trembling in ex- 
pectation of the miracle. But at this supreme 
moment, as in the course of all his previous years, 
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Sabbatai did not try to conceive of the approach- 
ing event. He ignored all that might take place. 

He only knew that he did not fear the Sultan 
as he had formerly feared him, and he knew 
that he would not be disconcerted. He remem- 
bered that the night before he had repeated the 
commandment Moses had decreed three thou- 
sand years before: 

“Thou shalt not kill.” 

He strode on calmly and without haste. He 
did not think of the Sultan, but rather of the 
people in the plain, of Pinheiro and Primo. 
Suddenly he remembered Rabbi Eliezer, his old 
teacher in Smyrna. Why was he not with the 
peoplee Why was his deep and burning soul not 
with them? 

At a bend in the path, Sabbatai and Sarah 
halted simultaneously. An extraordinary spec- 
tacle greeted them. Against the background of 
a column festooned with coral and wine-colored 
leaves, there rose a golden throne. Upon the 
throne sat a young, handsome man clad in a robe 
of black cloth, shot with gold. Under his white 
turban, skilfully wound in the form of a pyra- 
mid, which seemed to be carved of ivory, his 
dark, imperious eyes glowed. At either side of 
the throne, in two shining wings, stood the Sul- 
tan’s court with their many-colored turbans. In 
uniforms of gold or purple, and bearing glitter- 
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ing swords, the eager faces of the courtiers were 
turned watchfully upon their sovereign. Above 
this pomp shone the triumphant glory of the 
noon sun and the green shadows of the garden 
swayed lazily beneath its heat. — 

Sabbatai blindly contemplated this brilliance 
which he had never dreamed existed. He felt 
Sarah press his hand in hers as if she were saying 
to him: ‘IJ am with thee, I am with thee.” 

Again he glanced at the dazzling scene before 
him, but this time with composure, and with a 
slow step he continued his progress toward the 
throne. 

The Sultan did not move his eyes from the Jew 
of Smyrna and his companion. Though he at 
once appreciated the extraordinary beauty of the 
woman, was it for this beggar that Khekim 
Pashah had forced him and his court to come to 
the castle of the Seven Towers? 

An expression of vexation crossed his face. 
He resolved to rise, to put an end to this hu- 
miliating comedy, to inflict exemplary punish- 
ment upon the physician and his Grand Vizier, 
Koprili. 

But in his violent soul, anger was suddenly 
replaced by joy. So it was this man he had 
dreaded so greatly and so shamefully! The 
terrible spectre was dissipated. A smile hovered 
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over his haughty lips and his eyes glittered with 
irony. 

Observing their sovereign smile, the court 
smiled. A ripple ‘of suppressed laughter 
floated across the garden. 

Khekim Pashah was startled by the Sultan’s 
smile and the laughter of his courtiers. ‘Terror 
swept through him. He realized that it pres- 
aged a dangerous defeat. 

Meanwhile Sabbatai was nearing the throne. 
The physician ran noiselessly across the lawn 
and placed himself half way between the Sultan 
and the Jew. By a strange twist of his emotions 
his interests had suddenly joined that of the im- 
postor. 

Was it possible that this narrow-minded court 
did not feel the grandeur of Sabbatai, his maj- 
esty, and his simplicity? And observing that 
Sabbatai was disturbed neither by the proud face 
of the Sultan nor by the splendor of the court, 
but strode on with the same quiet dignity, the 
heart of the physician rejoiced. 

‘“‘ Even idiots will understand,” he murmured 
to himself. 

In fact, the Sultan’s ironic smile had already 
vanished. He had become graver and he 
frowned. The Jew of Smyrna, this beggar, had 
borne his glance. He had not turned away his 
eyes, he had not even lowered them. He looked 
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the Sultan full in the face, peacefully and 
simply. Moreover there was no insolence in his 
impenetrable eyes. 

A thought rose to the Sultan’s mind. 

“No man has ever dared and has ever been 
able to regard me thus. Who, then, is this 
manp” 

Upon the face of the Sultan, Khekim Pashah 
saw the same fear which he himself had expe- 
rienced. 

The ghastly nightmare of the unknown Mes- 
siah once more took possession of the Sultan, 
once more it aroused intolerable doubts of the 
authority of the Koran, once more it filled him 
with a vague dread of Jewish prophets. 

Sabbatai halted a few steps from Khekim 
Pashah. He gently freed Sarah’s hand from 
his, calmly considered the court, and turned his 
clear, firm, modest eyes upon the Sultan. 

Mohammed tightly grasped the hilt of his 
sabre in order not to call attention to the Jew’s 
insolence by a display of anger. The physician 
understood that he must wait no longer. He 
stepped forward, bowed ceremoniously to the 
Sultan, and said in a loud voice: 

‘“‘ My gracious Lord, may I now perform what 
you have commanded?” 

Mohammed replied in the affirmative with a 
motion of his hand. He turned his eyes from 
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Sabbatai toward Sarah, to observe her beauty 
once more. In her face he read the same 
strength as that of her companion. Its power 
was different, however, for her face was not 
marked with calmness, but with stormy passion 
and fanaticism. 

Suddenly Sabbatai saluted the Sultan with a 
slight inclination of the head. The retinue of 
courtiers who were versed in etiquette found 
this belated salutation a thing to be laughed at, 
but the Sultan himself knew that this delay was 
not due to uneasiness, but to a grave conscious- 
ness of dignity. With rising alarm he again 
asked himself: Who is this man? 

However, he acknowledged the bow with a 
nonchalant gesture of his hand. 

‘“‘ Sabbatai Zevy,” said Khekim Pashah, with 
cold solemnity. ‘It is said that you have an- 
nounced yourself as the Messiah. Is that true?” 

“T am the Messiah,” Sabbatai quietly af- 
firmed. 

“Do you realize that in announcing yourself 
as such, you insolently infringe upon the au- 
thority of his Majesty the Sultan, Commander 
of the Faithful, Lord of the Jews, and ruler of 
this country?” 

“ T know,” replied Sabbatai in the same gentle 
and firm voice. ‘“ But not insolently, as you 
have said. I am sent by the God of Israel. He 
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is the King of Kings, the ruler, and the Sultan.” 

Pale and motionless Mohammed sat on his 
throne. With each word of the Jew his terror 
Was augmented. 

‘Vanni has deceived me,” he thought. “ Only 
prophets speak as he does.” 

Khekim Pashah was frightened by this last 
remark of Sabbatai. The Jew of Smyrna had 
ceased to be ridiculous, which was excusable; 
but he was now becoming imposing, which was 
dangerous. The Pashah was apprehensive of 
the Sultan’s natural timidity, which he knew 
better than anyone. A different tone must be 
given to the interview. 

‘““Sabbatai Zevy,” he cried. ‘‘ Your folly 
justly deserves severe punishment. But the Pa- 
dishah is great and merciful. He is ready to 
put your declaration to a test. Do you agree to 
a test of your divine power? ” 

‘“T agree,” replied Sabbatai. “ It is the desire 
of my people and the desire of Sarah.” 

In replying to Khekim’s questions, Sabbatai 
did not cease to gaze at the young Mohammedan 
seated on the throne. The young man pleased 
him, The terror which he observed upon his 
face did not surprise him; it seemed quite nat- 
ural. 

‘““'Two ways are open to you, Sabbatai Zevy,” 
continued the physician. ‘‘ You can choose be- 
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tween them. Over there to the right in the 
lane—do you seer—crouch three archers. Their 
arrows are poisoned. You will bare your breast 
to them, and each of them with an expert hand 
will shoot an arrow into you. It is certain death. 
Do you consent to submit to this test? ” 

The silence became deeper and more terrible. 
Excitement, mingled with cruel curiosity, 
spread over the faces of the courtiers. The Sul- 
tan’s burning eyes watched Sabbatai’s lips. 
‘Khekim Pashah breathed with difficulty and 
Sarah, torn from her insane stupor, convulsively 
grasped the icy hand of her beloved. 

‘“‘T consent,” said his calm and musical voice. 

“ Messiah! ” 

Sarah’s shrill and jubilant cry, jubilant before 
mortal danger, stirred those who heard it more 
deeply than even Sabbatai’s answer. A murmur 
ran through the superstitious ranks of the court. 
The Sultan half rose, dizziness overcame him, 
and he sank back onto his throne. His sabre, 
slipping from his hand, clattered down the steps 
of the throne. 

“ Prophet! Prophet!” a voice cried within 
him. And he was about to protest against the 
archers, for he already feared him dead more 
than he feared him living, when the hollow and 
excited voice of Khekim Pashah rose again. 

Two emotions had clashed within the phy- 
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sician:—admiration and hate. Moreover, his 
defeat or his victory depended upon Sabbatai’s 
reply to the question he was about to ask him. 
If the Jew chose the trial by arrows, the Sultan 
would have his lifeless corpse at his feet, and 
that would be all. 

But Khekim Pashah had promised the Sulkin 
a living corpse. 

‘‘ Sabbatai,” said he, “ your courage is worthy 
of men’s admiration. Receive the praises of 
one who holds a different faith than yours. But 
harken! ” 

The physician had succeeded in mastering his 
emotion and his words rang with the same glacial 
solemnity. | 3 

“What I have just offered is the physical 
proof. But I have told you that the Sultan has 
given you two choices. Look to your left. Over 
there in the lane stands a young page who, like 
me, was formerly a Jew. On his arm he bears 
a mantle and a green turban. Clothe yourself 
with the mantle and turban, go to the castle, open 
the window and appear before your throng of 
believers. Bless them and return with all your 
people to the Sultan’s throne. ‘This is the trial 
by faith.” 

In the Sultan’s retinue only Vanni and Ach- 
met Koprili understood the significance of the 
second test which Khekim had proposed. The 
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other dignitaries were stupefied. Their amaze- 
ment turned to alarm, however, when Khekim, 
after a pause, continued: 

“Tf you pass through the trial by arrows 
safely, or if, having donned the turban and hav- 
ing revealed yourself to your people, you return 
here accompanied by them, the Padishah will 
descend from his throne, will lead you with his 
own hand to these steps, will receive you as his 
ruler, and will throw himself at your feet as your 
slave.” 

A violent protest rose from the crowd of 
courtiers. This physician was daring too much. 
His monstrous idea could only proceed from the 
mouth of a madman or atraitor. Some of them 
seized the hilts of their sabres. If the Sultan 
commanded them to strike down this babbler, 
they wished to be the first to avenge his honor. 
Faces distorted with anger were turned question- 
ingly toward Mohammed. 

iIBut the Sultan remained composed. He 
looked at Sabbatai and approved the suggestion 
with a nod. He confirmed Khekim’s promise! 
The protests gave way to whispers of astonish- 
ment and doubt. 

‘“‘ Sabbatai Zevy,” concluded the physician. 
“You have one minute. The arrows or the tur- 
ban. Choose!” 

Sabbatai seemed to notice nothing that was 
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taking place before his eyes. He did not hear 
the murmurings of the courtiers, he did not see 
the movements of the Sultan. He was entirely 
absorbed by the words of Khekim Pashah con- 
cerning the young page of Jewish blood who 
held a green turban for him. 

He was deeply affected by the fact that two 
men of his own race were the agents of his 
seduction. He raised his head and glanced to 
the right and left. 

In the lane to the right he saw the three 
archers with bent bows, whose faces were full 
of terror. From them he feared nothing, for 
he felt his breast was impervious to their shafts. 
In the lane to the left he saw the page who, on 
his extended arm, bore a raspberry-colored man- 
tle and a green turban. 

He contemplated this simple Jewish boy with 
his curly hair and his jet-black eyes. A vague 
foreboding rivetted his attention upon him. 
He slowly turned his back to the archers and 
his face to the left. 

His eyes met Sarah’s and he felt her mutely 
urging him toward the right, toward the poi- 
soned arrows. 

His eyes said to her: ‘It cannot be.” 

She understood and fell upon her knees be- 
fore him, crying: 

“To the right, Sabbatai, to the right!” 
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She gestured frantically toward the archers. 

Sabbatai leaned down and raised her. In a 
firm and tender voice he murmured: 

“Tt must not be.” 

Sarah did not fully understand his reply, but 
in mortal terror at his decision and in the mad- 
ness of her fanaticism she tried to draw him to 
the right. 

“Tt must be, it must be over here! ” 

A. dry, hard fire flamed in Sabbatai’s eyes. 
With infinite power he said: 

‘Woman! Bow before the decision of the 
Messiah.” 

With rising emotion the Sultan and his retinue 
followed the struggle between these two incom- 
prehensible hearts. The spectacle of this woman 
who would send her beloved to certain death 
filled them with admiration. And when, after 
the decision of this inflexible Jew, the woman 
submitted and drew back crushed, annihilated, 
when she raised her large eyes toward him, and 
with childish terror remained frozen in anticipa- 
tion of the irrevocable deed, Mohammed, swept 
away by pity, forgot for an instant that other 
drama, the great drama of which he himself was 
an actor. 

The voice of Sabbatai brought him back to 
reality. 
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“Why does the Sultan need one more Moham- 
medanp ” 

Sabbatai’s eyes scrtitinized the renegade. His 
face, until then impenetrable, began to show 
signs of emotion. 

“ Such is the will of the Padishah,” replied 
Khekim. 

Sabbatai’s stern and piercing eyes fastened 
themselves upon the physician as if they wished 
to penetrate his subtle brain and heart. 

Little by little the face of the Messiah bright- 
ened. He drew away slowly from the physician, 
yet keeping his eyes upon him. His lips mut- 
tered confused words. But raising his trembling 
hands to the level of his face, he spoke two 
words which could be heard by all: 

“IT understand! I understand!” 

The bitter sarcasm of scorn shone in his deep 
eyes and his voice, becoming suddenly like steel, 
seemed to glow with his emotion. 

“TI understand! JI understand!” he cried. 
“The plot is worthy of a renegade. Satan! I 
understand! A Mohammedan cannot be the 
Messiah of the Jews. When I wrap the rasp- 
berry-colored mantle around me, when I don 
the green turban, I will become the involuntary 
slave of the Sultan. The Jewish Messiah can- 
not be a Mohammedan. In the same gesture 
with which I raise the green turban to my head, 
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I will strike the head of the Messiah from my 
shoulders. Is that not true? Then the Sultan 
can sleep peacefully in his harems. You would 
cut Samson’s hair and so take his strength from 
him. I understand! I understand! Then will 
the hope of Israel perish! Then will you return 
to your palace, you will return to your wives, to 
the purulent vanity of sin, to the accursed sword 
of war. The sun of yesterday will rise tomor- 
row. What has been promised will not be ful- 
filled. And I will appear destitute before the 
God who sent me. Satan, Satan! You are right. 
The arrows are not so venomous as these. Your 
poison is far more deadly, Gideon. Give, give, 
give me now the green turban, the greenest 
turban you can find in all the lands of your ruler! 
Give! Give!” 

With a sudden gesture he stripped from his 
body his poor clothes, the costume of the Polish 
Jews, of Sarah’s brothers, of the martyrs of hate 
and brutality. At a signal from Khekim the 
trembling page, the little Jewish boy with curly 
hair, ran forward. 

The Messiah, seizing the mantle and the tur- 
ban, quickly clothed himself with them as 
Khekim had desired. Then rising to his full 
height he strode to the throne, and raising his 
hand, said: 

“‘T have accepted the combat on the field of 
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battle you have chosen, O King of this earth! 
Your physician and your slave have girded the 
Jewish Samson with the green turban of Islam. 
But be it known!—I remain the Messiah of the 
Jews. My hair is shorn, but my strength has not 
been withdrawn. In the green turban of Islam 
I will appear before you as judge, as liberator, 
and as Messiah! You shall see me again. I go 
to my people. Await my return!” 

He turned away from the frightened Sultan 
and strode off toward the castle. Everyone 
drew aside as he moved over the green lawn. 

He knew only one thing: he was about to per- 
form the greatest of all miracles, a miracle that 
had never before been seen. He would triumph 
with the green turban of Islam upon his head, 
the breath of the Messiah would sanctify the un- 
clean, it would destroy apostasy forever down 
to its deepest roots. A breath from his mouth 
and there would no longer be impurity in the 
world. 

He did not hear Sarah’s wild cry, he did not 
see that she had fallen at his feet. With arms 
raised in a gesture of benediction he strode on 
alone through the garden to the castle, to the 
people, to the people of Israel, the elected peo- 
ple, the well-spring of all holiness. 

It was a satanic smile indeed which now hov- 
ered on Khekim Pashah’s face. When he saw 
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the Messiah disappear into the distance, he ran 
to the throne, picked up the Sultan’s sabre and, 
presenting it to Mohammed who was still trem- 
bling with emotion, he whispered to him with an 
obsequious and joyful pride: 

“My Lord, he will not return. Wait no 
longer. Return victoriously to Adrianople. 
The Messiah is no more.” 


At asign from the Sultan the physician leaned 
over Sarah’s unconscious body lying in the deep 
grass of the lawn. 


V. 


Well before noon the minions of Khekim 
Pashah had insinuated themselves into the Jew- 
ish camp at the foot of the castle. Feigning to 
be Mohammedan converts to the Messiah, they 
entered into conversation with the Jewish Turks 
who understood their language. In this man- 
ner they spread the rumor that the Sultan, over- 
come with terror, had brought magnificent pres- 
ents to the castle attempting, through the agency 
of his Jewish physician, to buy off Sabbatai. 

He desired, they said, to lure Sabbatai to his 
court and there make him a Pashah, provided 
he would embrace the faith of Mohammed. 
Such was the fright of the poor Sultan and the 
power of the Messiah! Sabbatai without the 
slightest doubt would humiliate Mohammed. 
What did all the wealth of the Sultan matter to 
the Messiah who was, in his own right, King of 
Kings and Sultan of Sultanse 

This rumor flew from group to group, from 
mouth to mouth, and flattered the simple vanity, 
of the crowd. The monarch feared the Mes- 
siah! ‘But the Messiah in a Mohammedan tur- 
ban! ‘That was amusing news indeed! 

However, the laughter suddenly ceased. The 
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Sultan had arrived at the castle a long time 
since; a long time since Primo and Pinheiro 
had appeared in the camp as temporary leaders; 
a long time since the Messiah had stood in the 
garden face to face with the Sultan: and still 
there was no news. The castle was silent and no 
sound rose from the garden. Even though there 
had been no doubter in this immense throng, 
the moments dragged on painfully. Their tense 
nerves longed for some release. 

Silently, Primo and Pinheiro sat on the 
ground before the people. From the moment 
they had left their master, their hearts had failed 
them, they had neither thoughts nor feeling, pain 
nor joy; they were crushed by the imponderable 
weight of their impatience. 

In the castle, the frame of a window suddenly 
stirred. Even before the window had swung 
open, a passionate sigh swept through the camp. 

“The Messiah! The Messiah! The Mes- 
siah!” 

Already Primo and Pinheiro were rushing 
madly toward the castle. 

And now in the window casement, clothed in 
a bright crimson mantle, with arms raised and 
stretched forth above the camp stood the Mes- 
siah. From the window rose a voice, strong, 
triumphant, full of infinite joy: 

“My people! Come to thy Messiah! He 
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will appease thy century-old hunger! Come!” 

The camp trembled with happiness, shook 
with a vast shout like the roar of a tempest: 

“Thou hast slain the Great Dragon! Alle- 
luia! Alleluia! Mochiak Adonai!” 

And from the farthest ranks the shout rever- 
berated: 

“Nearer to the Messiah! On to the castle! 
On to the castle!” 

The shout spread over all the plain. 

“To the castle! To the castle!” 

Intoxicated with their joy the mass swarmed 
toward their Messiah, shouting: 

“The right hand of the Lord is exalted! The 
right hand .. .” 

“Of the ‘Lord /.) 1.7 

Sa oethiyeceney 

veo leant yas) need! 

The second verse of the psalm wavered un- 
certainly. Silence suddenly began to creep into 
the chorus of voices. They hesitated, faltered, 
died away. The last words of the verse fluttered 
weak and solitary for a moment, and fell. 

In the front ranks of the mob a sinister mur- 
mur ran. It spread from mouth to mouth like 
running fire, it crept on, was quenched, and burst 
out anew, setting the camp ablaze in every cor- 
ner. 

A cold wave of. terror swept over the people 
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and the immobility of stone suddenly descended 
upon their bodies. Death had passed. 

‘““My people! My people!” called the voice 
from the window. 

IBut even this voice had been touched with 
the pestilence of disaster. It rang no longer with 
either joy or strength. The ears of the people 
still heard it, but the voice moved them no more. 
It sank without echo into the deep and empty 
spaces of the world. 

The people had become deaf. All the life of 
the vast throng was concentrated in its eyes, for 
in the casement of the castle window, Sabbatai 
Zevy, the Messiah of the Jews, wore the green 
turban of Islam! 

And this man stretched forth his arms and 
from the height of the window hurled cries and 
pleas toward the valley of Death. The throng 
did not hear him; it stared at the green turban 
which, like a little hill, crowned the head of 
their Messiah. They stared, and becoming 
more and more like stone, they lapsed into the 
silence of despair. 

“ People! People of Israel! My people!” 

The man in the turban raised his arms to the 
sky and seemed to call out to them, they who 
were Jews, commanding them with a voice 
which flamed with anger. 

A cry of fury pierced the air, then another, 
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and others still. The camp reeled in savage hate. 
It hurled itself forward, yelling: 

“Renegade! Liar! Renegade! False Mes- 
siah! Thief! Thief!” 

And while the man in green raised his power- 
ful voice and desperately waved his arms to 
command silence, curses and stones were flung 
toward the window in answer. 

“Silence! Thou thief! Thou apostate!” 

Riders in golden costumes galloped on their 
splendid horses along the edge of the camp, and 
made their way toward the city. Their stan- 
dards fluttered proudly. The crescent and the 
star gleamed against the sky. In the open and 
empty window no one now stood with arms 
stretched forth in benediction. . . . There was 
no longer a Messiah. 

Before the triumph of their conquerors and 
the ignominious overthrow of Israel’s hope, the 
people, feeling themselves orphaned, wept from 
one end of the plain to the other. Wailing 
voices drifted toward the shining sky. The 
people grovelled in the earth, tearing their 
clothes, covering their heads with dust, cursing, 
gnashing their teeth. 

In vain did Nathan the prophet of Gaza hay 
rangue the throng, pleading with them to follow 
the Messiah on his unknown way, in vain did 
his frantic words fall upon the ears of these 
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kneeling men, in vain did he speak of the mys- 
terious symbol of the messianic turban, in vain 
did he promise them grandeur and glory in the 
shadow of Sabbatai, the great Sultan of the 
Jews and of all peoples. In vain did he and a 
few of his followers run here and there through 
the camp wearing turbans they had snatched 
from the Turks and which they wore as a sign 
of their blind obedience to the Messiah. In vain 
did they plead, and threaten, and weep. 

“To the grave with you!” the people shouted 
at them with scorn. 

Humiliated, the Jews writhed in horrible 
agony. Hurling their bitter lamentations to- 
ward heaven, they dug the earth with their hands 
to hide their distorted faces away from the sun.’ 
And when, in the paroxysm of despair, their 
voices and their strength left them, the Jews be- 
gan to weep softly, silently, like children. 

They remembered their sacrifices without 
number, the torments of their wanderings 
through alien cities and in distant lands, and 
their tears flowed, wretchedly and without end. 

The Lord had hidden himself in a cloud. 


VI. 


When Sabbatai had called the people to the 
fulfilment of their century-old longings, and had 
heard the joyous shouts of the throng and the 
psalm of David, he was prepared in a joyful 
realization of victory to run toward them and 
lead them into the garden of the vanquished Sul- 
tan. 

But just at the moment when he was about to 
rush toward them, he perceived by instinct, 
rather than by ear, a strange and unusual si- 
lence creeping into the song. His heart beat 
with a fatal premonition. And then the camp 
had become mute! 

Frightened, he drew back from the window, 
but he immediately returned and called to the 
people. They were no longer there. A dark- 
ness, which was not that of night, stretched be- 
fore him. The sun shone with a deep and lurid 
red. A sudden roar, hostile, alien, furious, rose 
from the camp. A curtain of iron had dropped 
between the castle and the plain. Time fled with 
monstrous rapidity. 

Sabbatai turned away from the window. His 
eyes wandered through the room. All was as 
usual. The swords, and the carpet of red—red, 
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red, red, but enormous blotches of black swam 
upon it. 

Three dull knocks reechoed through the room. 
Suddenly Sabbatai understood: the people had 
rejected and cursed the Messiah under the tur- 
ban of Islam. He understood clearly and unerr- 
ingly that the decision was irrevocable. Three 
muffled knocks sounded in the room. Mene. 
Tekel. Upharsin. 

Satan had been right. A Mohammedan could 
not be the Messiah of the Jews. The Messiah 
of the Jews could not be a Mohammedan. The 
shafts of Khekim had been mortal. They had 
pierced his heart more cruelly than the poisoned 
arrows and they had slain him. 

He smelt the odor of his own death rising 
toward him from the plain and through the open 
window. How the people wept for him there! 
The people wept for his death. He understood 
clearly and unerringly that there was no resur- 
rection for him. A corpse! Life existed only 
beyond the window, it existed only in the plain 
with the immortal people. The fire which had 
flamed within him had been the fire of millions 
of Jewish hearts; his strength had been their 
faith. 

An extraordinary change suddenly took place 
in Sabbatai. He felt himself to be a lowly Jew, 
one of those who wailed in the camp. All the 
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miracles of the past years fled from him in a 
moment, leaving no trace behind. Something 
or someone had approached him, had touched 
him, and in a breath had shorn him of his 
strength, his faith, his ecstasy. _ 

He recalled the time when, living with his 
first wife in the cool rooms of his house in 
Smyrna, he had been a Kabbalist with leanings 
toward the Zohar, but yet a sane and reasonable 
man. And having recalled that time, he could 
think of nothing which had occurred since, ex- 
cept with the brain of this earlier Sabbatai Zevy. 

The other Sabbatai, the one which had stood 
before the Sultan only a few hours ago and 
which had spoken like one in authority, had 
dissolved and fused into the earlier Sabbatai. 
And this earlier Sabbatai knew it was a useless 
and a mad thing to rebel against the judgment 
of the people. When the people judges, the peo- 
ple is infallible! | 

When Sabbatai, standing that instant before 
the Sultan, had decided he must hasten to his 
people and explain to them the deep meaning 
of the turban, to summon them to him, to lead 
them on to victory, the other Sabbatai had re- 
plied harshly that the miracle would be ac- 
complished or would not be accomplished, 
but that there was no argument with the miracle. 
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The miracle not having taken place, it was the 
end of the maker of miracles. 

When fury rose within him against this ridicu- 
lous fall and the monstrous injustice of heaven, 
when each fibre of his heart cried out that one 
cannot cease to be the Messiah, the other Sab- 
batai asked him with merciless cruelty: “‘ And 
hast thou ever been the Messiah? ” 

“Yea, I have been!” shouted in mystic fury 
the one which had stood before the Sultan. “I 
have been. And I am still the Messiah. One 
cannot cease to be the Messiah. I will go to my 
people. I will brand its forehead with ‘the 
cowardice of its treason, with the infamy of its 
betrayal.” 

But the other, with a bitter smile, would say: 
‘““Who art thou, thou who durst measure thy- 
self with God? Who art thou, thou who cur- 
sest thy people? And though thou hast been the 
Messiah, thy people have desired the Messiah in 
other garments. The people have followed the 
Messiah in the poor garments of a Polish Jew, 
the garments of Sarah’s brothers, the martyrs to 
hate and brutality. They will not accept the 
Messiah in the crimson mantle and the green tur- 
ban. They have waited sixteen centuries. They 
have had time to create their ideal of the Mes- 
siah. And this ideal they have built piece by 
piece in humiliation and suffering from the 
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ashes of inquisition. Who art thou to over- 
throw sixteen centuries in one second? Ah well, 
thou hast been the. Messiah. But the people 
have rejected thee. Without the people there 
would be no God, and without God there would 
be no Messiah. Thou art a Messiah without a 
people, a nothing, the passing shadow of a cloud 
upon water.” 

But when Sabbatai the man, forgetting all 
pity, cursed Sabbatai the Messiah, the latter rose 
like a raging lion and cried: 

“‘ Hold thy tongue, mad man. Remorse hath 
devoured thy reason. Curse thy God! He hath 
given me a boundless and unbridled faith, but 
when I stood upon this faith as upon a rock of 
granite to slay His ancient enemies, He turned 
His face from me. He hath abandoned me in 
the hour of supreme trial. He hath deceived, 
He hath betrayed me. It is He thou shouldst 
curse.” 

Sabbatai in fury stripped off his mantle, for- 
getting the turban rising like a green hill upon 
his head. And now Pinheiro entered the room. 
He ran to the Messiah. He stared at him, reeled 
backward and, sinking to the earth, tore his 
clothes and wailed. He asked no questions. 
The Messiah wore the turban. 

“The star of Israel is quenched. The crown 
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of Jerusalem is defiled!” he cried out, vehe- 
mently. 

Primo entered the room. He approached the 
Messiah. He looked at him and, paling, stepped 
back. Heunderstood. The Messiah was a.Mes- 
siah no more. And the people? What would 
become of the people without a Messiah? They 
would perish in the winter of their own despair. 
For here was the last prophet. None would be 
sent to them again. God had fulfilled his prom- 
ise. He had sent His Messiah, and the people 
had violated the contract, they had rejected him. 
Primo stood for a moment petrified. Then an 
idea aroused him and he became as firm as iron. 

Like a slave before his master, he approached 
the Messiah and asked docilely: 

“Messiah! What shall I say to the people? ”’ 

Sabbatai stared at Primo, astonished. He did 
not recognize this humility. 

“You say ‘the people,’ but is there still a 
people?” 

‘‘Command that the people be told that all 
mystery cannot be revealed to them. God alone 
knows the secret ways of the Messiah.” 

“Samuel Primo! Say to the people that their 
Messiah has done what he believed in and that 
he has fallen. Say to them that Sabbatai Zevy, 
son of Mordecai of Smyrna, a man of the people 
himself, has with all his people rejected the false 
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Messiah. Say to them that without the people 
there is no God, and that without God there is 
no .Messiah.” 

“The people will perish without a Messiah. 
They have awaited him for centuries. Go to 
the people!” 

“‘ Let them wait another thousand years. They 
will not perish. They have been created by God 
for an eternal mission.” 

Then, after a silence, he added in a weary 
voice: 

‘“‘ Leave me, Primo, and go to the people. Be 
near them in their sufferings. Why should I 
struggle against them? No man must dare set 
his wisdom above the people. The holy vase 
can contain no imperfections. There no longer 
is a Messiah.” 

Primo, without lowering his head, departed. 
Pinheiro arose, and softly approaching Sabbata1, 
touched his naked breast with his fingers, kissed 
the fingers that had touched Sabbatai Zevy, son 
of Mordecai of Smyrna, and thus departed. 

Sabbatai sank to the floor and tore off the tur- 
ban. 

Where was Sarahe They would make their 
way to a distant country where no one knew 
them. He would become a beadle in the poorest 
synagogue. His hands would carry water in 
summer and wood in winter. He would be 
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humble among the humble. He would cast off 
his arrogance. With joy he would be a servant 
of the poor, he would kiss their dust-covered 
feet. 

But where was Sarahe 


oy Li 


Near the hill before the castle of the Seven 
Towers, a group of Jews, the last stragglers of 
the deserted camp, were sitting on the ground. 
Their eyes were downcast and with utter weari- 
ness they were silent. ‘Their strength had been 
exhausted by the tears and sufferings of this ter- 
rible day. 

Evening descended. From the high tower of 
the neighboring minaret, the chant of the 
muezzin floated over the plain: 

“Allah il Allah. Allah il Allah.” 

The prayer rang sweet and melancholy in the 
evening air, but it echoed in the hearts of the 
Jews seated on the ground like the victorious 
song of a triumphant enemy. The sanctuary of 
the infidels rose impregnable. ‘Tomorrow, and 
the day after, and for countless years in the fu- 
ture, just as today and yesterday, the peaceful 
prayers of the pagans would rise toward the sky. 

A blind Jew of Salonica rhythmically intoned 
his sorrow: 

“‘ Blessed be my Lord God who hath taken my 
sight from me. Mine empty eyes have not 
looked upon infamy. Cursed be mine ears, for 
they have heard the shouts of enemies. Alas, he 
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will not come for a long time. We have pro- 
voked God to anger.” 

“There is too much wrath in the Jewish 
heaven,” Pinheiro observed sternly. ‘‘ God is 
wrathful against us when we flourish and when 
we are deep in misery. And why does He be- 
come wrathfule As abandoned children we have 
followed him who we believed was the messenger 
of our Father. Why did He remain silent when 
there was still time? And now that we are hu- 
miliated and overthrown, God’s wrath les 
heavy upon us. O cruel God of Sinai!” 

““ How happy they were, those who were tram- 
pled under the feet of the Cossacks,” groaned 
a Polish Jew. “ We wept for them then. May 
they weep for us today!” 

Joseph Khelebi wandered near the group. 

“Ts there not a little room left in the grave- 
yard for a dead man?” 

He seated himself. He was old and haggard. 
Pinheiro recognized him. 

There was silence. 

“Will night come soon?” asked the blind 
man. 

“ Soon! It is already night.” 

“ Are there stars in the sky?” 

“No. Not a single star.” 


‘VIII. 


In this starless evening, Sabbatai, son of Mor- 
decai of Smyrna, a man of the people, ran 
through the lanes near the castle of the Seven 
Towers, searching for Sarah. In infinite sorrow 
he called her: 

“Sarah! Sarah!” 

Joseph Khelebi, seated upon the ground near 
the hill, heard these desperate calls and his heart 
echoed them: 

“ Sarah!” 

She was not far off. In the last shadows of 
the hill she wandered near a deep ravine. She 
did not hear the call of her beloved, she did not 
feel the quivering of Joseph Khelebi’s heart. 
Her ears rang with a different call and her heart 
thrilled with a marvellous vision. She heard 
the bright, metallic clamor of heavenly trum- 
pets. It rose above the earth, above cities and 
deserts, above mountains and plains, above for- 
ests and oceans. The sound flooded the heights 
above and the depths below, dispersing the dark- 
ness of the sky and the darkness of the earth. 
Like a rainbow, a golden bridge hung over the 
world. And mounted on a white horse, a mar- 
vellous knight clad in purple rode toward her. 
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His green eyes shone proudly, burning with a 
deep and living fire, hke emeralds sparkling 
with rubies. And a young man wearing a colos- 
sal turban, snow-white as if carved of ivory, 
strode before him, proclaiming ceaselessly: 

“ He is the King of Kings, the Sultan of Sul- 
tans!” 

All the roads of the universe were filled with 
the whiteness of shrouds. The dead had risen 
from their tombs, and bearing palm branches in 
their hands, they flowed like infinite rivers to- 
ward the zenith of the earth, toward the golden 
bridge, toward the Messiah. Alleluia! Alle- 
luia!” 

And he, the divine deer, saw her, saw Sarah 
outcast and orphaned at one side of the sacred 
road. At the sight of her despair and her sor- 
row, a wave of pity surged up within him. His 
merciful hand stretched forth toward her and his 
tender voice called: 

“Come with us, O unhappy one, come with 
us. Thou art pardoned, thou art pure, thou art 
loved!” 

And to this marvellous knight, Sarah uttered 
an inhuman cry: 

“ Sabbatai! Sabbatai!” 

At that moment Sabbatai was but a little dis- 
tance from her. He recognized the voice of his 
beloved. He darted toward the sound, but could 
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not find her. He ran the length of the ravine, 
and filled with an overwhelming desperation he 
called: 

“Sarah! Sarah! Sarah!” 

But the silence did not yield its secret and 
night above the silent ravine returned no answer. 


Meanwhile, Moses Pinheiro had turned to- 
ward the east and was saying his belated evening 
prayer. In his heart, devoured by an inextin- 
guishable fire, a prayer was born which he had 

never yet addressed to God: 

“Thy hand weighs heavy upon us and Thou 
hast overthrown us. Thou hast reduced us to 
ashes and nothingness. Thou hast shown us the | 
light and Thou hast extinguished it. Thou hast 
breathed forth a tempest and swept away our 
tents. Thou hast given our deer a cup of bitter- 
ness to drink. Thou has pierced him with Thine 
arrows and Thou hast poured impure wine into 
his horns. Thou hast carried away the shepherd 
and Thou hast dispersed the flock into parched 
lands. Thou hast raised a sky of iron above our 
heads. Without reaching Thee our prayers fall | 
into the abyss. O Thou cruel God of Sinai!” 

Pinheiro grew weak from passion. His mouth 
closed. He rested from the memory of his suf- 
fering and stood motionless. 

Suddenly he reeled as from a blow. Eager 
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blood ran in waves of fire through his veins, it 
flooded his heart and brain. ‘The old ecstasy 
possessed him, an ecstatic love for his God. 
He clenched his fists and, shaking them in frenzy 
above his head, he cried in delirium: 

‘Be blessed, my God, my cruel God! Be 
blessed for Thy hope and for Thy suffering. For 
Thy mercy and for Thy wrath, be blessed! 
Holy, holy, be blessed! Like a passing cloud is 
Thine anger and like an eternal sky is Thy 
mercy. Strike, strike without pity, for Thy jus- 
tice is infinite and Thy glory shineth like the sun. 
Thou wilt kill and Thou wilt love. Thou wilt 
see and Thou wilt anoint. Thou wilt lead, 
Thou wilt lead us to the Holy Mountain, to Thy 
Holy City. Oh, may my tongue cleave to my 
mouth, and may my right hand wither, if ever I 
forget thee, O Jerusalem!” 


THE END. 
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